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Escape 

from 

Tartarus 


m   Francis  J.O'Nei 


In  late  summer  of  1951  two  el- 
derly Japanese  came  up  to  the  rim 
of  Fujiyama  where  I  was  standing. 
There  were  the  usual  number  of 
American  and  British  sightseers, 
expensive  Leica  and  Argus  cam- 
eras slung  over  big  shoulders. 
There  was  the  usual  throng  of 
small,  silent  Japanese,  pilgrims  to 
this  far-eastern  Mecca.  Everyone 
was  enjoying  the  beautiful  view. 
The  two  elderly  men,  though, 
were  there  to  kill  themselves. 

They  did.  There  is  in  the  Ori- 
ent an  unique  sect  composed  of 
Sumurai  extremists  who  feel  it's  a 
signal  of  high  honor  to  be  allowed 
the  chance  to  show  unquestioned 
religious  loyalty  to  their  ancestors. 
It's  true  that  this  supreme  gesture 
is  repugnant  to  us,  contrary  to  our 
own  beliefs;  yet  you  and  I  might 
pause  to  consider  the  lengths  to 
which  a  man  will  go  for  something 
in  which  he  believes. 

And  then  we  can  look  at  the 
other  side  of  the  picture,  at  the 
people  who  have  nothing  to  be- 
lieve in  and  are  driven,  not  in- 
spired, to  the  same  end.  I  know 
whereof  I  speak  on  this,  for  I  was 
fearfully  close  to  becoming  a 
member  of  the  snear  clique,  that 
pathetic  coterie  of  slammers 
whose  piece  de  resistance  is  a 
gum-chewing  cynicism,  a  wise  eye 
laid  upon  any  disclosure  of  a  firm 
belief  in  anything. 
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I'll  tell  you  the  truth.  I'll  tell 
you  that  I  actually  contemplated, 
with  a  cold  and  determined 
detachment,  my  own  self-destruc- 
tion. After  nearly  a  decade  of  de- 
featism and  rejection,  life  had 
become  a  tin  bucket,  holding  hope- 
lessness, mental  sickness,  and  hate 
instead  of  a  chalice  brimming  with 
joy  and  accomplishment. 

There  are  many  people  like  that, 
thousands  of  them;  lost  fools  who 
stumble  up  to  the  mahogany  rails 
of  countless  bars  throughout  our 
country,  telling  their  troubles  to 
the  bottom  of  a  glass.  That's  why 
I'd  like  to  tell  you  my  story,  if 
you'll  listen. 

The  Marine  Corps  is  of  neces- 
sity a  demanding  outfit;  it  must 
take  for  granted  the  fact  that  its 
members  are  as  near  perfection  as 
the  limitations  of  the  body  and  the 
bellowing  of  the  NCO's  can  make 
them. 

Leaving  a  relatively  peaceful 
rewrite  desk  on  a  Boston  news- 
paper, I  found  this  new  life,  key- 
noted  by  violence  and  the  mas- 
tery of  arms,  a  frightening  thing. 
A  kid,  my  reactions  were  still 
tempered  by  my  mother  and  my 
quiet  home  life.  A  big  bucko  phys- 
ically, I  was  still  hampered  by  a 
reluctance  to  belt  anyone  on  the 
schnozzer. 

But  this  way  of  life  was  instinc- 
tively for  me,  and  I  felt  it.  I  de- 
termined to  weed  out  what  I 
looked  upon  as  adolescent  yellow- 


ness. 


The  turning  point  came  the  day 
our  DI  finished  a  clothing  inspec- 
tion, gave  me  the  up-and-down 
with  a  jaundiced  eye,  and  said, 
"Your  layout  looks  like  a  rat  nest, 
recruit.  Where  the  devil  are  your 
field  shoes?" 


Always  admiring  a  flip  attitude 
in  others,  and  calculating  that  a 
wise  answer  would  prove  my  cour- 
age, I  answered,  "Okay,  sir;  I'll  go 
along  with  the  silly  game.  Where 
are  they?" 

That  was  it,  friend.  The  tent 
was  wiped  clean  of  sound;  my 
buddies  were  sudden  pieces  of 
khaki  statuary;  the  face  of  the  DI 
grew  ketchup-red.  I  took  a  terrific 
beating  on  the  parade  grounds, 
arising  from  the  sand  the  tenth  or 
fifteenth  time  to  be  told  that  I  was 
platoon  guide,  a  mark  of  distinc- 
tion in  boot  camp. 

Funny  that  a  tiny  thing  like 
that  would  start  an  era  of  horror. 
My  cynicism  burst  from  its  chry- 
salis right  then,  spreading  thin 
wings  of  disbelief  in  the  old  stand- 
ards. Violence  became  my  applied 
psychology.  It  grew  fast.  Biceps 
and  shoulders  corded  and  en- 
larged by  years  of  hard  work, 
hands  made  shrewd  in  the  maul- 
ing grind  of  the  amateur  ring, 
helped  make  me  a  near-master  in 
the  squared  pit,  the  sand  lot,  out 
in  back  of  the  barracks. 

When  the  chaplain  told  me  I 
was  a  rotter  for  having  slammed 
the  front  teeth  from  the  mouth  of 
a  boy  who'd  called  me  a  "mick,"  I 
answered  that  religion  was  his 
racket,  fighting  mine.  Oh,  yes,  I 
was  becoming  a  dandy  lad!  I'll 
never  forget  the  flash  of  contempt 
in  his  quiet  eyes,  or  what  he  said. 

"Intelligence  and  strength  can 
be  a  mean  combination,  boy.  I'm 
afraid  you  are  a  fool." 

Dusk  was  just  settling  on  the 
butts  of  the  rifle  range  that  night, 
and  I  stood,  hands  in  pockets, 
watching  him  walk  away;  a  thin 
sliver  of  puzzlement  worked  inside 
of  me. 


The  true  story  of  a  man's  struggle  to  free  himself  from  himself 


The  war  came  and  I  went  into 
it  with  a  grin  and  a  driving  com- 
pulsion. A  weird,  idiotic  desire  to 
prove  myself  to  myself,  took  hold 
of  me.  The  combat  stretches 
earned  me  a  middling  share  of 
commendation;  they  served  to 
strengthen  my  contempt  for  the 
philosophy  of  religion,  the  beatific 
turn-the-other-cheek  routine. 

In  a  hot  spot,  I'd  spit  from  the 
corner  of  a  bearded  mouth:  "Pray, 
sucker;  and  when  you're  through, 
here's  a  grenade  to  protect  your 
mug! 

Then  the  big  blast,  and  it  ended. 
A  tip-toe  peace  came,  and  I  had 
a  chance  to  see  myself  without  the 
roar  and  the  heat  and  the  excite- 
ment blearing  the  picture.  I  ig- 
nored what  I  saw,  for  I  didn't  like 
it. 

Then  I  met  my  wife. 

Brown  eyes  looking  quietly  out 

I  at  the  world,  hair  black  as  mid- 

j  night  framing  a  suntanned,  pic- 
quant  face,  she  struck  me  as  an 

;  extremely  attractive  girl,  but  a  so- 

I  cial  mouse.  Surprise:  walking  up 
to  her  at  a  dance,  I'd  decided  to 
allow  her  the  honor  of  a  waltz 

I  with  me.  "Go  away,  sergeant,"  she 

had    said    softly.    "Your    conceit 

sticks  out  all  over  like  the  mange." 

It  took  quite  a  bit  of  planned 

humbleness   on  my  part,   a  sub- 

|  jugation  of  my  phoney  self-ap- 
proval,  to   gain  her   attention.    I 

I  learned  that  she  was  a  copy  writer 
on  a  Los  Angeles  paper,  a  pre- 

I  nounced  individualist,  and  an  ac- 
tive, serious  member  of  the  Luth- 
eran Church  whose  weekly  doings 
I  had  been  attending.  She  was  not 


completely  impervious  to  my  blus- 
ter, thank  the  Lord — she  married 
me. 

Circumstances  forced  me  into 
a  close  contact  with  the  church, 
the  thing  I'd  shied  away  from  like 
a  nervous  kitten.  She  wouldn't 
hear  of  a  civil  marriage,  as  I  hesi- 
tatingly suggested;  in  fact,  those 
brown  eyes  swung  around  at  my 
words  to  stare.  I  mumbled  some- 
thing about  a  joke. 

Reverend  Mr.  Carroll  was  a  big 
man,  topping  me  by  four  inches. 
He  had  the  shoulders  of  a  dock- 
walloper,  huge  powerful  hands, 
and  the  most  gentle  face  I've  ever 
seen.  Our  marriage  was  a  thrill  for 
him  to  perform.  He  loved  blend- 
ing two  souls  together  with  an 
enthusiasm  that  was  transcended 
only  by  his  love  for  the  baptismal 
rites.  Having  such  a  deep,  intense 
interest  in  the  work  of  God,  the 
minister  consciously  inoculated 
others  with  his  passion. 

At  our  ceremony,  without  my 
being  aware,  a  bit  of  it  rubbed  off 
onto  my  thick  skin.  A  great,  crying 
emptiness  was  in  me  suddenly, 
watching  the  touch  of  Christ  work 
through  that  big  man. 

At  the  end  of  our  honeymoon, 
I  was  sitting  alone  on  the  cliffs 
of  Ensenada,  feeling  cold  despite 
the  hot  Mexican  sun;  the  dappled 
sea  below  was  a  blue  backdrop  for 
the  faces,  the  shifting  scenes,  pass- 
ing through  my  mind. 

In  the  Pacific  a  shell  had  ex- 
ploded on  a  ridge,  cutting  down  a 
man.  I'd  made  it  to  him,  dragged 
him  back.  He'd  looked  up,  the 
blood    brush-stroked    bright    red 
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over  his  face  and  chest.  Before 
he'd  blacked  out,  he  said,  "Wish'd 
been  someone  else  got  me,  neigh- 
bor/' 

Later,  on  the  grass  of  a  coun- 
try club  lawn,  a  man  lay  sprawled. 
He'd  looked  up,  too.  "I'd  be  afraid 
to  hate  people  like  you  do,"  that 
man  had  said. 

Looking  out  to  where  the  brown 
bodies  of  diving  boys  arched  up 
into  the  sun,  I  felt  again  that  chil- 
ling emptiness  as  the  true  picture 
of  myself  crystallized  before  me. 
Like  a  hound  shedding  water,  I 
shook  myself,  looking  down  along 
the  shadowed  tumbles  of  rock  to 
the  breaking  surf.  I  almost  did  it. 
I  almost  leaped.  Then  Kathleen 
walked  up  behind  me. 

"Speak,  boy;  silence  isn't  your 
stock  in  trade,"  she  said  laughing- 

ly  \<  , 

"I'm   very   lonely."   The   words 

got  out  before  I  could  bite  them. 

She  sat  down  on  a  swatch  of 
grass,  the  quiet  eyes  on  me. 
Funny,  how  people  with  religion 
have  quiet  eyes,  I  thought. 

I  heard  her  say,  "I  know,  dar- 
ling. A  lot  of  people  know."  She 
looked  out  over  the  water.  "A  lot 
of  people  know  you  better  than 
you  know  yourself.  And  some  peo- 
ple, darling,  think  quite  a  bit  of 
you." 

She  twisted  a  blade  of  grass. 
"Pastor  Carroll  told  me  he  would 
like  to  talk  with  you.  Would  you?" 

"Yes." 

A  left-over  from  kid  days  was 
the  love  of  the  smell  of  a  church: 
flower  scent,  the  soft  odor  of 
lighted  tapers,  the  polish  on  the 
pews,  the  dust  of  worn  carpeting. 
Sitting  in  the  tiny  nave  of  the 
chapel,  I  breathed  the  remem- 
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bered  fragrance,  waiting  for  the 
minister. 

He  came  down  the  aisle,  sham- 
bling bear-shuffle,  big  grin,  wav- 
ing me  back  into  the  pew.  "You 
look  content;  a  rare  thing  these 
days."  He  sat  down  beside  me. 

I  watched  him  study  me,  feel- 
ing a  sense  of  enjoyment  at  his 
presence.  He  looked  toward  the 
altar  of  the  church,  at  a  candle 
flickering.  "Look  at  the  shadows 
that  makes.  Remember  when  your 
dad  would  make  funny  shadows 
on  the  wall  of  your  bedroom  with 
his  hands?" 

I  laughed  in  surprise.  "Why, 
yes,  he  did  do  that." 

The  pastor's  eyes  came  back  to 
rest  on  me.  Slowly  he  said,  "Did 
your  dad  ever  speak  about  love, 
son?  About  what  an  empty  shell 
of  a  thing  all  life  is  without  the 
privilege  of  loving  others?" 

"There  was  something  about  it, 
in  passing,"  I  replied,  starting  to 
stiffen  up. 

He  watched  me.  "I  could  lick 
you.  You're  a  trained  fighter,  but 
I  could  lick  you,  because  I  have  a 
great  stubbornness.  But  if  you 
were  to  hit  me  with  all  your 
strength,  son,  I  wouldn't  raise  a 
hand.  It's  not  that  I'm  a  holy- Joe; 
I  simply  love  what  you  are  be- 
hind that  huge  stupidity  of  yours; 
and  I'm  just  perverse  enough  to 
break  it  down  and  let  you  have  a  < 
look  at  yourself." 

"I've  looked  at  myself." 

"No,  you  haven't." 

I   watched   the   candle   flame's 
yellow  wavering  above  the  brass  § 
sconce,  my  fingers  drumming  on 
the  hard  bench. 

He  said,  "Do  you  think  for  one 
minute  that  a  sharp  girl  like  Kathy 


married  those  silly  Irish  curls,  lad? 
She  married  the  basically  fine  guy 
she  saw  behind  the  bluster;  an  in- 
telligent guy  buffaloed  by  all  the 
ballyhoo  of  a  rough-and-ready 
world.  You  proved  a  side  point 
in  the  war.  You  proved  you  had 
the  physical  courage  to  face  up  to 
pain,  terror,  maybe  death. 

"But  have  you  the  more  impor- 
tant moral  courage,  the  inner  grit, 
to  look  at  your  false  hatred  of 
mankind?  That's  nothing  but  a  lit- 
tle hollow  in  a  tree  where  you're 
hiding  like  a  squirrel  from  the 
demands  of  adult  life,  from  your 
responsibility  toward  the  other 
guy.  You  don't  hate  people,  ser- 
geant, you  love  them.  You  have  a 
sympathy  for  their  pain,  a  tender- 
ness toward  their  fears,  but  you 
are  afraid  to  admit  it.  Behind  that 
artificial  'big  man'  is  a  bigger  one; 
one  mighty  swell  guy." 

Shadows  were  stretches  of  India 


ink  on  the  lawns  and  the  pave- 
ments as  I  walked  from  the  chapel 
toward  home  that  night.  You  ever 
have  a  Turkish  bath?  That's  the 
deal  where  you  sweat  out  your 
poisons,  gasp  back  to  life  under 
a  needle  shower,  have  a  glow 
rubbed  back  into  your  flesh.  That 
is  the  way  it  was  that  night.  I  felt 
clean. 

I  bumped  into  a  man  as  I 
walked  along  light-headedly.  I 
turned  and  grinned  at  him.  "I'm 
sorry;  getting  awkward,  I  guess." 

The  guy  turned,  too,  his  eyes 
smiling  back  before  he  went  on. 
I'd  never  seen  that  look  before. 
But  I  have  many  times  since. 

Here's  my  little  prayer  every 
night:  I  thank  God  for  my  wife, 
thank  him  for  Pastor  Carroll — 
thank  him  for  people. 

And  to  you  my  friends,  strang- 
ers yet  fellow  children  of  God, 
thanks  for  listening. 


Make  me  a  captive,  Lord, 

And  then  I  shall  be  free; 
Force  me  to  render  up  my  sword, 

And  I  shall  conqueror  be. 
I  sink  in  life's  alarms 

When  by  myself  I  stand; 
Imprison  me  within  thine  arms, 

And  strong  shall  be  my  hand. 

My  will  is  not  my  own 

'Till  Thou  hast  made  it  Thine; 
If  it  would  reach  a  monarch's  throne 

It  must  its  crown  resign; 
It  only  stands  unbent 

Amid  the  clashing  strife; 
When  on  Thy  bosom  it  has  leant, 

And  found  in  Thee  its  life. 

— Rev.  George  Matheson 


LIABLE! 


Delia  Fell  Lazier 


JOE  ALWAYS  LOOKED  at  the 
neon  sign,  "Joe's  Emporium/' 
with  pride.  Classy!  Just  like  the 
trade  he  catered  to.  Had  a  bit  of 
his  name  in  it,  also.  Joe's  Em- 
porium— not  like  the  old  saloon 
with  bars.  Those  names  "saloon" 
and  "bar"  were  forbidden,  any- 
way, according  to  the  state  liquor 
law  and  Joe  was  a  stickler  when 
it  came  to  the  law.  He  took  pride 
in  obeying  the  law — even  went 
further  than  it  did  sometimes.  He 
was  particular,  too,  about  not  sell- 
ing to  minors  or  drunks. 

Joe  didn't  drink.  One  needed  a 
clear  head  to  make  money  like 
he  was  doing.  He  saw  to  it  that 
his  employees  didn't  either. 
Couldn't  have  them 
soused  on  the  job. 

Joe  climbed  into  his  big  blue 
Cadillac  and  drove  toward  home. 
"Hi  Yi!  Sweetheart!"  he  sang  out 
as  he  entered  the  door  of  the  neat 
red  brick  bungalow  with  its  trim 
shrubbery  in  front.  House  looked 
good,  too.  Nice  home,  pretty  wife, 
and  two  swell  kids. 

"Where  is  everybody?"  he 
boomed,  entering  the  kitchen  just 
as  his  wife  came  in  the  back  door. 

"Kathy's  staying  with  Mrs. 
Jones  on  Kendall  Street  for  lunch," 
replied  his  wife  as  he  gave  her 
a  bear  hug,  his  strong  muscles 
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rippling  across  his  back  and 
shoulders.  His  black  eyes,  set  well 
back  in  his  ruddy,  good-natured 
face  showed  keen  disappointment. 
Not  to  see  Kathy,  his  precious 
five-year  old,  or  feel  her  arms 
about  his  neck! 

"Where's  Eileen?"  he  asked. 

"Why,  Joe,  what  a  question!  You 
know  she's  at  camp." 

"Sure,"  he  replied,  "I'd  forgot- 
ten." 

As  they  sat  down  to  the  well- 
prepared  lunch,  his  wife  seemed 
unusually  quiet,  "What's  the  mat- 
ter, puss?  Cat  got  your  tongue?" 
he  joked,  gazing  at  her  fondly  as 
she  sat  there  in  her  gray  sun- 
backed  dress  and  frilly  striped 
apron.  She  was  some  looker  with 
those  deep  fringes  for  eyelashes 
and  that  blonde  curly  hair  which 
framed  her  face.  She  was  "tops" 
to  him.  Had  brains,  too. 

"Joe,   I've   been   thinking,"  she  ■ 
said  meditatively. 

"Don't  bother  your  pretty  head 
about  thinking.  Leave  that  to  old 
Joe." 

"But,  Joe,  you've  got  so  much 
ahead)/ — money,  I  mean,  why 
don't  you  get  out  of  that  busi- 
ness?" 

"What,  me?  Get  out  of  'Joes 
Emporium'?  Nothin'  doin'.  Haven't 
I  told  you  I  was  goin'  to  dress 


Joe  didn't  drink.  But  he  made  money  on  those  who  did 
*       until  the  accident .  .  . 


you  like  a  million  dollars — mink 
coats  and  everything?  Nothin's  too 
good  for  my  wife!" 

"Joe,  I  don't  want  a  mink  coat. 
Sometimes,  I  think  I'd  rather 
scrub  floors  for  a  living  than  do 
what  were  doing/'  she  said 
vehemently. 

"What's  got  into  you,  Mary? 
Don't  I  obey  the  law?  Don't  I 
run  a  clean  joint?  It's  all  legal.  No 
bootleg  stuff,  either — all  legally 
taxed." 

"Legal!  Yes,  Joe,  maybe  it  has 
been  made  legal — but  it  isn't 
right." 

"Whatever  gave  you  that  idea 
— not  right?" 

"It  hurts  others  too  much.  We 
make  money  on  people's  weak- 
ness. I  was  looking  over  the 
liquor  control  act  this  morning — 
fifty-eight  printed  pages  just  to 
control  the  liquor  business,  or  try 
to  control  it." 

"Well,  what  of  it?  We've  got 
laws — plenty  of  them  about  every- 
thing." 

"Joe,  that  part  where  it  says 
that  the  person  or  persons  who 
sell  or  give  alcoholic  liquor  are 
liable  if  an  injury  is  caused  by  an 
intoxicated  person — that  makes 
you  liable  anytime.  There  have 
been  cases,  near  cases,  even  with 
you,  Joe,  of  being  sued." 

"Yes,  I  know.  But  don't  worry 
your  pretty  head  about  things. 
Let  old  Joe  do  the  worrying." 

"But,  Joe,"  she  continued, 
"when  Kathy  said  her  prayers  last 


night,  do  you  know  what  she 
said?  'Dear  God!  Please  put  my 
Daddy  in  another  business.'  v 

"Well,  God  didn't  put  me  in  this 
one.  I  put  myself  in.  Why  do  you 
suppose  she  said  that?  We  don't 
discuss  things  before  the  kids." 

"I  know  we  don't.  I  can't 
imagine  why  she  said  it,  but  it 
went  through  me  like  a  knife." 

"You  folks  have  been  goin'  to 
church  and  Sunday  school  too 
much — gettin'  the  wrong  ideas," 
he  said  briskly  as  he  gulped  down 
his  coffee,  pushed  back  his  chair, 
and  kissed  her  goodbye  with  a 
short,  "I  must  be  gettin'  back." 

Joe  was  so  preoccupied  with  his 
thoughts  on  his  way  back  to  the 
Emporium  that  he  almost  ran 
into  a  stop  sign.  Come  to  think  of 
it,  this  wasn't  the  first  time  that 
Mary  had  brought  up  her  dislike 
for  his  business.  She  had  hinted 
before — not  really  out  with  it  like 
today.  She  really  must  have  been 
bothered  to  drag  out  that  state 
liquor  law!  Then  Kathy — what 
she  had  said  in  her  prayer!  Would 
she  grow  up  to  be  ashamed  of  her 
father?  After  he  had  vowed  never 
to  let  his  wife  and  kids  be  hungry, 
or  cold,  and  to  suffer  as  he  had 
for  lack  of  money. 

He  was  making  money,  plenty 
of  it,  in  spite  of  the  terrific  com- 
petition, with  grocery  stores,  bowl- 
ing alleys,  drugstores,  hotels.  It 
was  paying  off,  not  only  for  him, 
but  all  over  the  country.  Just  the 
other  day  he  noticed  in  the  paper 
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that  the  United  States  was  spend- 
ing one-half  as  much  for  liquor  as 
for  clothes.  A  good  thing,  too,  for 
the  government  with  federal, 
state,  and  local  licenses  plus  taxes. 
But,  he  fumed,  evidently  not  for 
those  he  loved  best — his  wife  and 
kids — not  what  they  wanted. 

His  step  had  lost  some  of  its 
buoyancy  as  he  parked  his  car 
and  entered  the  Emporium,  re- 
splendent with  chrome,  brass, 
mirrors,  and  walls  richly  papered 
like  tapestry. 

There  was  always  a  slow  time 
after  lunch,  until  the  cocktail  hour 
when  the  place  commenced  to  fill 
up.  People  dropped  by  as  they 
went  home  from  work,  others 
stayed  through  for  dinner.  He, 
the  counterman,  and  waiters 
were  busy — almost  too  busy. 
Whether  or  not  it  was  his  talk 
with  Mary,  Joe  found  himself 
watching  the  crowd  with  a  critical 
eye.  Mrs.  Clapp  really  was  drink- 
ing too  much — with  those  four 
kids  at  home — such  skinny  kids. 
Wonder  who  was  gettin'  their  food 
for  them.  Joe  Collins  shouldn't  be 
downin'  any  more  either.  Limpy 
Pierson,  who  always  could  hold 
his  liquor  without  showing  it, 
imbibed  as  usual.  Don't  believe  I 
should  have  sold  him  that  last 
drink,  Joe  thought  as  he  watched 


him  limp  out  the  door.  Wonder 
if  he  can  drive  okay? 

A  short  time  later  while  they 
were  still  being  rushed,  the  tele- 
phone rang.  His  wife's  frantic 
voice  came  over  the  wire,  "Joe! 
Kathy's  hurt!  They're  taking  her 
to  the  hospital.  I'm  going  with 
her  in  the  ambulance.  Come  to 
the  hospital — quick — ."  The 
phone  clicked. 

Didn't  even  tell  me  how  it  hap- 
pened. "Kathy's  hurt,"  he  yelled 
to  Jesse,  the  waiter.  "Tell  'em  to 
take  care  of  things,"  he  added  as 
he  dashed  out  of  the  Emporium 
and  drove  at  breakneck  speed  to 
the  hospital. 

They  were  carrying  the  limp 
form  of  his  daughter  out  of  the 
ambulance.  She  looked — oh,  God, 
she  looked  as  if  she  were  gone. 

"Is  she  dead?"  he  said  brokenly 
to  his  wife  who  seemed  old  before 
her  time  with  her  face  streaked 
by  ravaging  tears. 

"No,  not  dead — but  terribly  in- 
jured," she  sobbed,  "Oh,  Joe,  she 
didn't  have  a  chance.  She  wasn't 
even  in  the  street,  but  on  the  curb, 
and  he  swerved  and  .  .  ." 

"Who  hit  her?" 

"Limpy  Pierson.  He  was  drunk." 

"Drunk!"  he  said  numbly, 
"drunk!" 


A  youth  trained  in  moral  responsibility  recognizes  his  duty 
to  God,  his  country,  and  his  fellow  men.  He  must  be  taught 
that  his  desires  should  be  guided  by  the  laws  of  God  and  the 
laws  of  society.  He  must  realize  that  many  times  his  desires 
must  be  subjugated  to  the  common  good.  It  is  the  "selfish  I" 
that  has  been  the  downfall  of  our  youth. 

— J.    Edgar   Hoover 


The 

Death 

Watch 


Ted  McDonald 


"There's  been  a  bear  on  Pine 
Hill!"  shouted  Jed  Edwards,  com- 
ing down  to  the  line  wall  just  at 
dusk  one  evening  the  last  of 
August. 

Jed  was  my  warmest  friend  and 
constant  playmate,  and  the  line 
wall  was  our  favorite  place  of 
meeting  to  talk  over  all  matters  of 
fun  and  news. 

"A  bear?"  I  asked  "did  you  see 
him?" 

"No,  but  I  saw  where  he's  been 
digging  over  the  anthills.  You 
know  there's  lots  of  anthills  all 
along  the  top  of  the  ridge.  Some 
of  'em  are  as  big  as  a  bushel 
basket.  Well,  they're  all  dug  over, 
and  there  are  bear's  tracks  in  the 
dirt,  as  large  as  my  foot.  What  do 
you  suppose  made  him  dig  those 
over?" 

"To  get  the  ants,  I  expect. 
They're  sour,  you  know — sour  as 
vinegar.  Bears  love  'em;  they'll 
eat  them  by  the  pint." 

"Does  the  ground  look  as  if  it 
had  just  been  done?" 

"Done  last  night,  after  the 
shower." 

"He  can't  be  far  off,  then.  Let's 
hunt  him.  It  is  too  late  tonight, 
though." 

"We  can  go  over  in  the  morn- 


ing," suggested  Jed,  "early,  be- 
fore the  folks  are  up." 

"Agreed.  Be  down  here  with 
your  gun  by  five  o'clock." 

So  we  separated  for  the  night. 

Getting  up  a  little  past  four 
o'clock  the  next  morning,  I  did  my 
part  of  the  milking  and,  hastily 
loading  the  old  gun  with  slugs, 
went  up  to  the  wall.  Jed  was 
there.  We  went  down  across  the 
dewy  fields,  entered  the  woods, 
crossed  the  brook,  and  climbed 
up  the  side  of  Pine  Hill. 

"Quiet,  now,"  whispered  Jed, 
"we're  getting  close  to  the  ant- 
hills." 

Going  cautiously  in  through  the 
low  pines,  we  peered  out  upon 
the  open  space  along  the  top  of 
the  ridge.  There  were  the  great 
soft  mounds  torn  open;  and  there, 
too,  were  the  tracks,  as  big  as  our 
own  boot  tracks,  in  the  loose  dirt. 

No  animal  was  in  sight,  so, 
after  watching  for  a  moment,  we 
came  out  of  the  bushes. 

"There,"  explained  Jed,  "those 
four  were  the  ones  that  were  dug 
open  yesterday.  These  three  out 
here  have  been  done  in  the  night. 
See  how  fresh  they  look,  and  only 
look  at  these  tracks!  Seems  as  if 
they  had  been  made  not  ten  min- 
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utes  ago.  I  tell  you  what,  that 
bear  must  be  very  near!" 

We  examined  the  bushes  around 
us,  then  looked  off  across  the  open 
pasture  land  to  the  east  of  the 
ridge,  which,  on  this  side,  slopes 
down  to  the  bog.  It  had  then  but 
recently  been  cleared  and  burned 
over  and  a  thick  growth  of  tall 
brakes  and  fireweed  had  sprung 
up.  Down  near  where  the  weeds 
began,  I  thought  I  could  see  a 
movement  among  the  brakes. 

"Something  is  creeping  there!" 
I  whispered. 

Til  bet  it's  him!"  said  Jed.  "I'll 
whistle  him."  And  suiting  the  ac- 
tion to  the  word,  he  gave  a  long, 
shrill  whistle  through  his  fingers. 

The  motion  below  us  stopped 
suddenly.  Jed  whistled  again.  The 
scrambling  began  anew.  The  crea- 
ture, whatever  it  was,  seemed  to 
be  endeavoring  to  reach  a  knoll 
that  rose  a  little  to  one  side.  A 
few  seconds  later  it  came  out  in 
sight — a  large  black  bear,  and 
after  it,  to  our  surprise,  ran  two 
smaller  ones,  all  as  black  as  crows. 

"It's  an  old  she-bear  and  a 
couple  of  cubs!"  exclaimed  Jed. 
"Just  see  her  stand  upon  her 
haunches  to  look  around!  She 
heard  me  whistle,  and  can't  tell 
what  to  make  of  it.  See  her  look 
first  one  way,  then  another.  Hasn't 
seen  us  yet.  And  look  at  those  cubs 
standing  up  on  both  sides  of  her, 
staring  about,  just  like  the  old 
one!  How  far  is  it  from  here  down 
to  them?" 

"Must  be  fifty  or  sixty  rods." 

"No  use  to  fire  at  them!" 

"No,  we  couldn't  reach  them 
from  here!" 

We  remained  in  our  hiding 
place.  They  stood  looking  about 
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for  some  seconds,  then  turned  off 
into  the  swamp. 

"Didn't  see  us  at  all,"  said  Jed. 
"They'll  be  back  tonight  if  they 
are  not  disturbed.  There  are  a  lot 
more  of  these  anthills.  The  bear 
will  be  back  to  dig  the  ants  out. 
Let's  come  over  and  watch  'em." 

That  evening,  after  milking, 
Jed  came  down  with  his  gun.  He 
had  Tige  with  him,  too.  Tige  was 
a  large  brindled  dog,  famous  as  a 
woodchuck-shaker.  I  took  my  gun 
and  ammunition,  and  as  soon  as  it 
had  grown  dusk,  we  slipped  away 
and  hurried  down  across  the  field. 

Arriving  at  the  top  of  the  ridge, 
we  first  examined  the  anthills  to 
see  if  the  bear  had  been  back 
during  the  day,  and  then  we  be- 
gan to  look  about  for  a  place  to 
conceal  ourselves  while  watching. 

"We  must  get  to  the  leeward," 
Jed  said,  "so  the  wind  won't  be- 
tray us,  for  the  old  bear  could 
smell  us  a  long  way  off." 

The  wind  was  from  the  north- 
east. So  we  went  down  to  the 
southwest  corner  of  the  shady 
space  where  the  anthills  were, 
and,  selecting  a  favorable  spot, 
lay  down  behind  a  rock  overhung 
by  a  low,  thick  pine.  Jed  then 
called  Tige  and  made  him  lie 
down  between  us. 

One,  two,  three  hours  passed. 
It  had  grown  very  dark,  but  it 
brightened  a  little  when  the  moon 
arose.  Down  by  the  brook  a  rac- 
coon was  uttering  his  plaintive 
cry.  Occasionally  a  hare  gave  its 
short,  high  note,  or  an  owl  hooted 
out  its  triumph  at  the  capture  of  a 
mouse  or  a  squirrel. 

We  grew  chilly,  and  our  limbs 
became  cramped  from  lying  there 
so  long.  Tige,  too,  shifted  his  posi- 


tion  uneasily,  as  if  he  longed  to 
stretch  his  legs.  It  was  now  past 
midnight.  Suddenly  Tige  paused 
in  the  middle  of  a  yawn,  seemed 
to  listen  intently,  then  raised  his 
eyes  to  our  faces,  and  gave  just 
the  lisp  of  a  growl. 

"Sh!"  whispered  Jed,  patting 
him. 

The  dog  listened  and  again  gave 
a  low  mutter.  We  had  to  keep 
patting  him  to  prevent  him  from 
growling  outright. 

"He  hears  something,"  whisp- 
ered Jed.  "Do  you  suppose  it's  the 
bear?" 

It  seemed  likely  enough. 

We  looked  sharply  through  the 
boughs.  The  moon  was  soaring 
under  haze  and  clouds,  yet, 
through  indistinct  visibility,  we 
could  still  make  out  objects  along 
the  open  ridge.  Just  then  a  stealthy 
rustling  came  to  our  ears,  and  a 
moment  later,  the  sudden  sharp 
snap  of  a  dry  stick.  Tige  tried  to 
jump  up,  but  we  held  him  down. 

"They're  out  there!"  whispered 
Jed.  "Don't  you  see  something  in 
the  shadow  of  the  pines?" 

A  noise  as  of  claws  digging  in 
the  earth  was  heard.  "Yes,  they're 
there,"  muttered  Jed. 

Presently  there  came  a  sound 
as  of  a  dog  sneezing  when  he  got 
dust  in  his  nose.  Tige  would  keep 
muttering,  and  we  lay  breathless- 
ly, holding  him  by  the  nose.  The 
moon  was  wading  amid  big  black 
clouds.  Everything  seemed  dim. 
Then  all  at  once  it  leaped  out 
bright,  with  a  grand  rush  of  light. 
There  was  the  old  bear,  sure 
enough,  and  rooting  in  the  dirt 
around  her  feet  were  both  the 
cubs. 

After  scratching  for  some  min- 


utes, the  old  one  turned  partly  in 
our  direction,  and  came  strutting 
along  for  several  rods,  rubbing 
her  feet  on  the  ground.  The  cubs 
followed. 

Tige  heard  them  and  gave  a 
gruff  little  bark.  Instantly  all  three 
stopped  and  stretched  out  their 
black  noses  to  sniff.  They  were 
within  fifty  yards  of  us. 

"Now's  our  time!"  muttered  Jed. 
"You  aim  at  the  old  one!" 

We  pulled  back  the  hammer 
and  fired.  Both  reports  sounded  at 
almost  the  same  instant.  Tige 
sprang  through  the  boughs  with  a 
great  bark  of  exultation.  I  heard 
growling  and  great  rushing  and 
running;  but  by  the  time  we  got 
out  of  the  scrub  pine,  there  was 
only  one  cub  in  sight,  "running 
swiftly  down  the  ridge  with  Tige 
at  his  heels. 

"After  him!"  shouted  Jed.  And 
we  gave  chase. 

In  a  second  they  were  out  of 
sight  among  the  bushes,  but  be- 
fore we  had  run  twenty  yards  a 
dreadful  outcry  began.  Tige  had 
overtaken  him.  Such  a  squealing, 
screaming,  and  whimpering!  We 
could  hear  Tige  as  we  ran  on 
through  the  brush,  and  on  coming 
up,  we  found  the  dog  and  the  cub 
clinched,  rolling  over  and  over. 
The  cub  was  a  chunky  little  ani- 
mal. He  bit  and  dug  like  a  young 
dragon.  Tige  could  not  shake  him 
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after  the  woodchuck  stvle  at  all. 

"Hit  him!"  cried  Jed.' "Hit  him 
with  the  handle  of  your  gun! 
Don't  strike  Tige!" 

It  was  no  easy  matter  to  get  a 
blow  at  the  bear,  they  wriggled 
about  so;  but  Jed  contrived  to 
strike  one  blowr,  which  only  made 
cubby  yell  louder;  and  all  at  once 
I  heard  a  growl,  followed  by  a 
crackling  of  brush  behind  us. 

"It's  the  old  bear!"  exclaimed 
Jed.  "Run!  Leg  it!  Here  Tige! 
Come  away!  Out  of  that!" 

When  we  first  fired  at  them, 
the  old  bear  and  one  of  her  cubs 
seemed  to  have  run  back  toward 
the  pasture,  while  the  other  cub 
had  scampered  off  into  the  bushes 
to  the  left.  I  do  not  suppose  we 
had  hit  any  of  them.  In  her  fright, 
the  old  one  had  not  noticed  that 
one  cub  was  gone;  but  hearing  his 
cries,  she  came  back  to  the  rescue. 
Of  course  we  beat  a  hasty  retreat. 
But  Tige  wouldn't  let  go  the  cub. 
Looking  over  our  shoulders,  we 
saw  the  old  bear  rush  out  and 
grab  both  her  cub  and  the  dog  in 
her  great  black  arms  together. 
They  both  shared  alike  in  that 
hugging,  and  Tige  yelled  lustily. 

"Load  quick!"  exclaimed  Jed. 
"Tige'll  be  killed!" 

Loading  a  gun  in  the  dark  is  a 
thing  that  should  not  be  done  in 
a  hurry.  We  managed,  however,  to 
get  in  the  buckshot.  But  while  we 
were  fumbling,  Tige  broke  away 
and  came  racing  past,  when, 
catching  sight  of  us,  he  stopped 
and  whined.  We  could  hear  the 
bear,  too,  making  off  and  calling 
to  her  cubs. 

"We  shall  lose  'em!"  cried  Jed. 

Tige  took  the  track,  and  we  fol- 
lowed him  into  the  pasture.  We 
could  hear  the  bears  running 
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through  the  tall  brakes,  thirty  or 
forty  rods  below.  Tige  began  to 
bark  excitedly.  But  it  was  not  so 
easy  a  matter  for  us  to  get  near 
the  animals.  The  pasture  was  full 
of  old  logs  under  the  brakes  over 
which  we  were  constantly  stum- 
bling. It  was  easier  going  when 
we  got  down  to  the  hackmatacks. 
The  bears  had  run  through  these, 
and  had  run  out  into  the  bog, 
which  was  covered  with  choke- 
berry  and  high-bush  cranberry 
bushes.  Just  then  we  heard  Tige 
yelping,  as  if  they  had  turned 
upon  him. 

"They've  come  to  the  stream," 
muttered  Jed.  "I  don't  believe 
they'll  cross  it,  for  the  dog.  Creep 
along  easy.  We  may  get  a  shot  at 
em. 

The  stream  was  a  broad,  deep 
brook  which  ran  through  the  bog. 
Crouching  low  among  the  choke- 
berries,  we  stole  along  until  with- 
in four  or  five  rods.  The  old  bear 
had  faced  about,  and  sat  up 
straight  on  a  tussock.  The  cubs 
were  huddling  behind  her.  Tige 
was  darting  up  within  ten  or  a 
dozen  feet,  barking  and  whining. 

"Mind  and  not  hit  Tige!"  cau- 
tioned Jed  as  we  were  taking  aim. 

Watching  our  chance  when  the 
dog  had  run  to  one  side,  we  fired 
at  the  old  one  again,  or  rather  at 
all  three  of  them,  for  they  stood 
close  together.  A  splash  succeeded 
the  reports.  We  heard  them  swim- 
ming. 

"They've  gone!"  said  Jed  as  we 
ran  to  the  banks.  "This  stops  us!" 

As  I  stood  and  listened  to  the 
mother  and  her  cubs  splashing  off 
through  the  swamp,  I  turned  to 
Jed,  "You  know,  somehow  I'm 
glad  they  got  away." 
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I  LEARNED  TELEGRAPHY 
under  Frank  Noyes,  agent  for 
the  Missouri,  Kansas,  and  Texas 
Railway  at  Belcher,  Texas,  and 
was  made  agent  and  telegrapher 
at  Bonita  station  before  I  was 
twenty-one  years  old  through  the 
efforts  of  Mr.  Noyes. 

Frank  was  an  active  church 
member.  Everyone  recognized 
him  as  a  good,  clean  Christian. 
Although  I  was  a  church  mem- 
ber in  another  denomination,  my 
everyday  work  and  association 
with  him  aided  me  greatly  in 
living  a  life  closer  to  my  Saviour. 

While  I  was  agent  at  Bonita, 
Frank  was  promoted  to  the  agency 
at  Bells,  Texas,  a  joint  station  with 
the  Texas  and  Pacific  Railroad. 

After  Frank  had  been  at  Bells 
for  some  months,  Jim  Mayes,  his 
telegrapher-clerk,  was  transferred, 
and  Frank  offered  me  the  job.  I 
was  transferred  from  agent-teleg- 
rapher at  Bonita  to  clerk-teleg- 
rapher at  Bells.  Here  was  more 
work  and  opportunity  for  expand- 
ing my  knowledge  in  the  railroad 
work. 

The  M.K.&T.  had  two  fast  pas- 
senger trains  called  the  Katy 
Flyers  No.  5  and  No.  6.  They 
carried  all  the  coaches  they  could 
pull  and  still  make  the  fast  time 
for  which  they  were  scheduled. 
They  were  always  loaded  to  stand- 
ing room  only. 


Coaches  in  those  days  were  con- 
structed of  wood.  When  a  pas- 
senger train  did  wreck,  the 
coaches  were  torn  to  shambles  as 
a  rule,  and  loss  of  life  was  greater 
than  now  when  most  of  the  pas- 
senger coaches  are  constructed  of 
steel. 

When  a  train  passed  or  left  a 
station,  the  order  board  was 
turned  red  behind  them  for  five 
or  ten  minutes  to  prevent  trains 
from  running  too  close  together. 
This  was  our  safety  precaution. 

On  this  date  the  two  fast  Katy 
Flyers  were  to  meet  at  Brick- 
yard, a  blind  siding  between  Bells 
and  Denison.  (Blind  sidings  have 
no  telegraph  service.) 

Denison  was  the  division  point 
for  the  M.K.&T.  Railroad.  Because 
of  the  heavy  passenger,  express, 
and  baggage  traffic,  trains  often 
got  out  of  Denison  a  few  minutes 
late  and  made  up  all  the  time  pos- 
sible. 

There  were  but  a  few  minutes 
between  Nos.  5  and  6  passing 
Bells.  We  had  hurriedly  worked 
the  northbound  Flyer  No.  6.  Now 
we  were  selling  tickets,  checking 
baggage,  and  handling  mail,  in 
a  rush  to  get  ready  for  No.  5, 
southbound. 

In  those  days  many  cattle  were 
shipped  from  Texas  to  packing 
companies  at  Kansas  City,  St. 
Louis,    and   points   north.    Cattle 
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trains  were  rushed  over  the  road 
as  fast  as  was  humanly  possible 
and  were  given  right  of  way  over 
other  freight  trains. 

The  southbond  Flyer  was  out 
of  Denison  ten  minutes  late.  In 
order  to  help  a  fast  cattle  train 
going  north,  the  dispatcher  put 
out  an  order  to  No.  5  at  Bells  and 
the  same  order  to  the  extra  at 
Whitewright.  It  said,  "No.  5  run 
eight  minutes  late  Bells  to  White- 
wright." Frank  copied  the  order. 

When  No.  5  was  showing,  we 
rushed  out  to  work  the  train. 
Frank  saw  the  order  board  out 
and  told  me  to  rush  back  and 
pull  the  board  in.  He  forgot  the 
order.  In  my  hurry  I  didn't  notice 
the  order  on  the  telegraph  desk. 

I  jerked  the  board  in  just  in 
time  to  clear  No.  5  and  rushed 
out  to  help  work  the  baggage  and 
express.  The  conductor  and  en- 
gineer knew  they  were  eight  min- 
utes late  and  were  hurrying  to 
make  up  the  lost  time. 

The  train  worked,  the  conduc- 
tor yelled  "All  aboard,"  gave  the 
highball  signal,  and  the  engineer 
jerked  the  throttle  wide  open. 

As  soon  as  we  got  back  to  the 
office  Frank  noticed  the  train  or- 
der lying  on  the  telegraph  desk 
undelivered.  But  the  Flyer  was 
headed  south  with  all  the  speed 
the  engineer  could  give  it,  trying 
to  make  up  those  lost  eight  min- 
utes. 

Frank  could  visualize  a  head- 
on  collision  of  two  fast  trains, 
with  the  coaches  and  cattle  cars 
scattered  over  the  right-of-way 
and  on  top  of  each  other  for  a 
quarter  of  a  mile.  There  would 
be  human  beings  torn  and 
mangled,  screaming  and  dying 
and  praying,  and  cattle  plunging 
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out  of  the  broken  and  twisted 
cars,  running  wild. 

Because  Frank  Noyes  was  a 
Christian  man  in  his  everyday  life 
and  work,  he  fell  on  his  knees 
and  began  imploring  God  to  save, 
in  His  own  way,  the  destruction 
that  he  visualized. 

With  great  drops  of  sweat  and 
tears  rolling  down  his  cheeks, 
Frank  prayed,  "Great  God  in 
Heaven,  use  Thy  staying  hand. 
Save  these  people  from  destruc- 
tion. Let  me  atone  by  death  and 
punishment,  if  you  will,  only  save 
those  precious  lives.  I  don't  ask 
to  be  spared,  but  I  do  plead  that 
you  spare  these  innocent  ones 
aboard  the  trains." 

There  was  what  we  called  a 
"pony  wire"  between  Bells  and 
Whitewright,  seldom  used,  in- 
stalled at  one  time  for  learners.  I 
dropped  to  the  telegraph  table 
and  began  to  tap  out  "WH — WH," 
the  call  for  Whitewright,  with  all 
the  speed  I  had. 

Fortunately  the  operator  at 
Whitewright  did  not  have  this 
pony  wire  cut  out  as  he  usually 
did.  Hearing  the  frantic  call,  he 
answered,   "I — I — WH." 

"Is  extra  north  by  you  yet?" 
I  pounded  on  the  key. 

"Pulling  out  now,"  he  an- 
swered. 

"Stop  'em,  STOP  'EM."  I 
flashed.  "Didn't  get  order  No.  36 
to  No.  5." 

His  key  opened  and  while  I 
waited  I  also  pleaded  with  God 
to  give  the  operator  ability  to 
catch  and  stop  that  cattle  train. 

The  wire  closed  and  the  opera- 
tor said,  "I  just  managed  to  catch 
the  rear  end  of  the  caboose, 
turned   on   their   air   brakes    and 


brought  them  to  a  stop.  Conduc- 
tor in  office  now,  cussing  me/' 

"Tell  him  to  back  up  and  head 
in  on  passing  track.  Did  not  get 
order  36  to  No.  5.  He  should  get 
there  about  on  time." 

Knowing  then  the  collision  was 
averted,  I  told  him,  "Your  prayers 
are  answered,  Frank.  The  opera- 
tor caught  the  stock  extra  as  it 
was  pulling  out.  He  turned  the 
air  on.  It  is  now  backing  up  and 
will  head  in  to  clear  No.  5." 

I  never  saw  a  happier  expres- 
sion than  that  on  Frank's  face 
when  he  heard  this  news.  Frank 
thanked  God  over  and  over  for 
His  staying  hand.  I  joined  in  with 
Frank. 

I  loved  Frank,  and  I  figured 
a  way  to  work  it  out  with  the  con- 
ductor on  his  next  trip  through 
so  that  the  dispatcher  would  never 
know  that  the  error  had  been 
committed.  I  told  Frank  and 
asked  him  to  let  me  do  it.  "No," 
he  said,  and  sat  down  to  the  tele- 
graph desk,  buried  his  head  in 
his  left  arm,  took  the  key,  and 
told  the  dispatcher,  "I  failed  to 
deliver  order  No.  36  to  No.  5." 

Before  long  Chief  Dispatcher 
Walton  called  and  asked  for  "FN" 
— Frank  Noyes.  Frank  came  to  the 
key  and  the  Chief  asked  how  he 
came  to  make  such  a  mistake. 
Frank  told  him  the  true  circum- 
stances without  a  word  of  de- 
fense. 

The  chief  said,  "I'm  sorry,  FN, 
for  you  know  what  that  means. 
But  still  I  thank  God  the  operator 
at  Whitewright  caught  that  extra 
and  avoided  a  fearful  catas- 
trophe." 

In  a  couple  of  days  Frank  re- 


ceived a  letter  from  Superintend- 
ent A.  D.  Bethard,  stating  that  on 
account  of  his  failure  to  deliver 
order  No.  36  to  train  No.  5,  he 
regretted  having  to  dispense  with 
his  services,  and  that  transfer  of 
his  station  to  another  agent  would 
be  made  as  soon  as  a  man  was 
available  and  auditors  could  make 
the  transfer. 

Without  the  least  complaint, 
Frank  began  to  make  preparations 
for  turning  over  his  station  and 
looking  for  another  job.  He  was 
still  thanking  God  for  averting  the 
collision. 

We  waited  for  three  or  four 
days.  No  auditor  showed  up. 
Then  Frank  received  a  letter 
marked  "Personal,"  from  J.  W. 
Maxwell,  General  Manager, 
Dallas,  Texas,  reading: 

"Dear  Mr.  Noyes:  Referring  to 
your  recent  failure  to  deliver  train 
order  No.  36  to  train  No.  5,  I  do 
not  have  to  tell  you  this  is  con- 
sidered an  unpardonable  error. 
But  taking  into  consideration  your 
nine  years  of  faithful  and  satisfac- 
tory services  with  this  company 
and  the  several  years  you  served 
the  Fort  Scott  and  Memphis  Rail- 
road satisfactorily  before  coming 
to  this  railroad,  your  error,  serious 
though  it  was,  will  be  overlooked. 
But  do  not  let  it  happen  again." 

Thus,  honesty,  truthfulness,  and 
loyalty  were  rewarded.  Frank 
Noyes  remained  at  Bells  for  sever- 
al years. 

The  railroads  throughout  our 
land  have  many  men  like  Frank 
Noyes.  The  people  who  ride  the 
trains  seldom  realize  how  con- 
stantly life  and  property  are  pro- 
tected by  their  loyalty,  ability,  and 
prayers. 
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THANKSGIVING  DAY 

First  National  Proclamation 

Whereas  it  is  the  duty  of  all  nations  to  acknowledge  the  provi- 
dence of  Almighty  God,  to  obey  His  will,  to  be  grateful  for  His 
benefits,  and  humbly  to  implore  His  protection  and  favor;  and 
whereas  both  houses  of  Congress  have,  by  their  joint  Committee, 
requested  me  "to  recommend  to  the  people  of  the  United  States 
a  day  of  Public  Thanksgiving  and  Prayer,  to  be  observed  by 
acknowledging  with  grateful  hearts  the  many  and  signal  favors 
of  Almighty  God,  especially  by  affording  them  an  opportunity 
peaceably  to  establish  a  form  of  government  for  their  safety  and 
happiness;" 

Now,  therefore,  I  do  recommend  and  assign  Thursday,  the 
26th  day  of  November  next,  to  be  devoted  by  the  people  of  these 
States  to  the  service  of  that  great  and  glorious  Being,  who  is  the 
Beneficent  Author  of  all  the  good  that  was,  that  is,  or  that  will  be; 
that  we  may  then  all  unite  in  tendering  unto  Him  our  sincere 
and  humble  thanks  for  His  kind  care  and  protection  of  the  people 
of  this  country,  previous  to  their  becoming  a  nation;  for  the 
single  and  manifold  mercies,  and  the  favorable  interpositions  of 
His  providence,  in  the  course  and  conclusion  of  the  late  war; 
for  the  great  degree  of  tranquility,  union  and  plenty,  which  we 
have  since  enjoyed;  for  the  peaceable  and  rational  manner  in 
which  we  have  been  enabled  to  establish  Constitutions  of  Gov- 
ernment for  our  safety  and  happiness,  and  particularly  the  na- 
tional one  now  lately  instituted;  for  the  civil  and  religious  liberty 
with  which  we  are  blessed,  and  the  means  we  have  of  acquiring 
and  diffusing  knowledge;  and,  in  general,  for  all  the  great  and 
various  favors,  which  He  has  been  pleased  to  confer  upon  us. 

And,  also,  that  we  may  then  unite  in  most  humbly  offering  our 
prayers  and  supplications  to  the  Great  Lord  and  Ruler  of  Nations, 
and  beseech  Him  to  pardon  our  national  and  other  transgressions; 
to  enable  us  all,  whether  in  public  or  private  stations,  to  perform 
our  several  and  relative  duties  properly  and  punctually;  to  render 
our  National  Government  a  blessing  to  all  people,  by  constantly 
being  a  government  of  wise,  just,  and  constitutional  laws,  dis- 
creetly and  faithfully  executed  and  obeyed;  to  protect  and  guide 
all  sovereigns  and  nations  (especially  such  as  have  shown  kind- 
ness to  us ) ,  and  to  bless  them  with  good  governments,  peace  and 
record;  to  promote  the  knowledge  and  practice  of  true  religion 
and  virtue,  and  the  increasing  of  science,  among  them  and  us; 
and,  generally,  to  grant  unto  all  mankind  such  a  degree  of 
temporal  prosperity  as  He  alone  knows  to  be  best.  Given  under 
my  hand  at  the  City  of  New  York,  the  third  day  of  October,  1789. 

— George  Washington 
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Thanksgiving,  the  first  Amer- 
ican holiday,  has  various  mean- 
ings to  all  of  us  who  celebrate 
it.  To  many  city  people  it  is 
a  day  of  visiting  with  their 
families — a  quiet  day  with  a 
warm  religious  flavor.  Rural 
people  who  celebrate  Thanks- 
giving can  capture  the  feelings 
easier  perhaps,  because  they 
are  in  many  ways  closer  to 
the  original  situation.  For  to- 
day's farmer,  just  as  with  the 
first  pilgrims,  thanksgiving 
marks  a  time  of  rest  after  toil, 
a  time  of  security  before  a 
long  winter. 

But  lest  we  think  that  we 
Americans  have  a  monopoly  on 
gratitude,  it  is  good  for  us  to 
know  about  the  many  other 
thanksgiving  holidays  cele- 
brated throughout  the  world 
throughout  the  ages.  The  early 
Hebrews  were  called  upon  by 
Moses,  their  leader,  to  "keep 
the  feast  of  booths  seven  days, 
when  you  make  your  ingather- 
ing from  your  threshing  floor 
and  your  wine  press ;  you  shall 
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rejoice  in  your  feast,  you  and 
your  son  and  your  daughter, 
your  manservant  and  your 
maidservant,  the  Levite,  the  so- 
journer, the  fatherless,  and  the 
widow  who  are  within  your 
towns."    (Deuteronomy  16:13.) 

Throughout  mythology  there 
were  many  thanksgiving  cele- 
brations. The  early  Romans 
had  a  yearly  festival  in  October 
which  they  called  the  Gerelia, 
in  honor  of  Geres,  goddess  of 
corn. 

The  Greeks  held  their  har- 
vest festival  in  September  and 
dedicated  it  to  Demeter,  god- 
dess of  fertility.  This  festival 
was  of  such  great  national  im- 
portance that  almost  everyone 
in  Greece  observed  it.  When 
the  various  Greek  states  were 
at  war  (which  was  much  of  the 
time),  a  general  truce  was  de- 
clared during  the  harvest. 

So,  though  Thanksgiving  is 
our  oldest  holiday  here  in 
America,  it  is  natural  that  it 
should  be  so.  Gratitude  is  a 
very  old  feeling. 
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The  Statue  Only  Watched 


Harry  E.  Rieseberg 


A  DRAMA  BENEATH  THE  SEA 
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ITH  A  SMOTHER  of  aerated 
foam  and  bubbles  the  green  trans- 
lucent water  closed  over  me. 
When  I  was  not  too  far  down  I 
signalled  the  crew  above  to  stop. 
Since  they  were  new  at  this  sal- 
vage business  I  wanted  to  see 
whether  they  would  answer  satis- 
factorily. When  they  did  so 
promptly,  I  adjusted  the  air  pres- 
sure in  my  diving  dress  and  re- 
sumed my  slow  descent. 

As  I  continued  to  descend  I 
thought  of  the  treasure  supposedly 
lying  in  the  wreck  below.  I 
thought,  too,  of  the  dangers  lurk- 
ing down  there  and  of  the  seven 
divers  who  had  gone  down  to  the 
wreck  and  never  returned.  Had  I 
known  the  terror  that  awaited  me, 
I  might  have  stopped  then  and 
there. 

My  business  is  that  of  salvage 
and  underwater  exploration,  the 
search  and  possible  recovery  of 
any  sort  of  wealth  from  ill-fated 
sunken  ships.  It  is  an  adventurous 
career  with  its  continuous  new 
quests  to  pull  one  on,  new  seas  to 
travel  over,  new  and  strange  sights 
to  gaze  upon  far  beneath  the  sur- 
face of  the  oceans.  To  many  it  is 
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a  fascinating  and  adventurous 
calling;  to  me  it  is  my  business. 

The  whole  strange  adventure 
had  begun  two  weeks  before  in 
the  little  seaport  town  of  Buena- 
ventura, Colombia  when  I  met 
Charlie  Boyer  in  the  office  of  the 
dock  superintendent.  Once  a  diver 
himself,  he  was  quite  interested  in 
my  recent  experiences,  and  later 
that  evening  we  sat  at  a  little  table 
in  a  quaint  native  cafe.  He  related 
to  me  some  of  his  own  adventures, 
and  made  them  almost  come  alive. 
Boyer  was  a  master  storyteller  in 
his  own  right;  he  re-lived  his  ex- 
ploration experiences.  He  began 
to  describe  Malpelo  to  me. 

When  I  mentioned  that  there 
were  few  unrecovered  treasure 
wrecks  left  on  the  sea's  floor  along 
the  West  Coast,  he  looked  up 
sharply,  and  then  stared  ahead  in 
silence. 

I  asked  him,  "What's  the  strang- 
est thing  you've  ever  heard  of  in 
these  waters,  Boyer?" 

For  a  moment  he  did  not  reply. 
Then  he  said  "Malpelo  Island,  the 
place  I  was  just  describing  to  you, 
Lieutenant.  I  think  the  salvage 
jobs  off  the  island  are  the  Strang- 


est  I've  ever  heard  of."  Then,  after 
a  brief  pause,  "But  it's  a  long  story, 
Lieutenant." 

I  settled  myself  in  my  chair 
comfortably  to  listen. 

Many  years  ago,  Boyer  said,  an 
unidentified  Spanish  schooner  had 
hit  the  rocks  off  the  end  of  Mal- 
pelo  Island  during  a  terrific  storm. 
The  vessel  had  gone  down  im- 
mediately with  only  one  man  sur- 
viving. Rescued  from  the  deserted 
island,  the  man  revealed  that  the 
sunken  schooner  had  carried  in  its 
hold  a  vast  sum  in  gold  and  silver 
bars.  That  was  all  that  was  ever 
learned  about  the  ship  and  its 
treasure;  for  a  few  days  later  the 
man  died.  Since  that  time  seven 
attempts  had  been  made  to  re- 
cover the  mysterious  treasure.  In 
each  case  the  diver  never  came  up. 
All  the  air  and  life  lines  were 
snapped,  and  there  was  no  sign  of 
what  had  caused  the  tragedy. 

"Of  course  you  can  t  rely  com- 
pletely on  native  reports;  some- 
times there  is  more  legend  and 
superstition  to  them  than  fact," 
ended  Boyer  after  finishing  his 
story.  "But  the  report  sounded 
most  authentic  to  me.  I  checked 
its  authenticity,  but  didn't  bother 
much  about  it  at  the  time  due  to 
my  own  depleted  finances.  That 
sort  of  thing,  you  know,  was  out 
of  my  line  without  the  necessary 
funds." 

"Boyer,"  I  said,  "if  you're  will- 
ing to  take  a  chance  with  me  on 
making  the  eighth  attempt,  I'll  do 
the  diving  and,  of  course,  the  fi- 
nancing." 

With  a  broad  grin,  he  jumped 
to  his  feet.  "You  mean  that,  Lieu- 
tenant? You  aren't  superstitious?" 

My  answer  was  a  flat  "No." 

The  next  two  weeks  were  busy 


ones.  We  secured  the  best  equip- 
ment we  could  in  Buenaventura 
and  hired  a  double  crew  of  husky 
Colombian  natives.  Now  we  were 
anchored  off  Malpelo  Island  and 
I  was  going  down  to  the  wreck  of 
the  ill-fated  Spanish  schooner. 

As  I  caught  the  faint  outline  of 
the  hulk  beneath  me,  I  fingered 
my  shark  knife  nervously.  About 
one  hundred  feet  down,  I  landed 
on  a  rocky  ledge  that  jutted  out 
from  the  main  rock  ridge.  Along 
the  sharp  crags  I  had  to  be  mighty 
careful  with  my  lines.  A  hard  rub 
on  one  of  their  jagged  edges  might 
put  me  in  a  bad  spot.  One  thing 
I  was  glad  of:  there  were  no  sign 
of  sharks  as  yet.  In  fact,  not  a 
large  fish  of  any  kind  appeared 
among  the  streamers  of  queer  stuff 
that  hung  in  the  water  around  the 
old  hulk. 

In  a  few  minutes  I  had  landed 
on  the  slime-coated  deck  of  the 
sunken  craft.  The  white  super- 
structure shone  clean  and  fresh, 
as  though  it  had  recently  been 
painted.  In  the  faint  light  that 
penetrated  down  from  above,  the 
vessel  looked  weird  and  sinister. 
It  lay  there,  white  and  ghostly, 
with  the  high  black  walls  of  rock 
around  it — much  like  a  gigantic 
coffin  lowered  in  a  watery  tomb. 

The  after  hatch  was  open,  its 
cover  partly  off.  Just  forward  ap- 
peared the  companionway.  Mak- 
ing certain  that  none  of  my  lines 
was  fouled,  I  loosened  my  shark 
knife  and  strode  forward.  Climb- 
ing down  the  sand-covered  steps 
to  the  heavy  door  of  the  chamber 
below,  I  moved  ever  more  cau- 
tiously. Then  I  saw  it  and  stood 
there,  almost  paralyzed  for  a 
moment.  Beside  the  half-open 
door  appeared  a  large  round  ob- 
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ject.  It  was  a  copper  diving  hel- 
met! 

Quickly  I  dug  it  out  of  the 
debris.  The  rubber  and  canvas 
suit  was  torn  to  shreds.  Stooping 
over  a  little,  I  peered  closer.  In  the 
light  of  my  torch  I  could  see  inside 
the  helmet.  I  gazed  down  upon  a 
skull — the  white  jaws  wide  apart 
in  a  set  and  uncanny  grin!  Here 
was  one  of  the  seven  divers.  As  I 
straightened  up  from  my  stooping 
position,  the  soft  purr  of  incoming 
air  stopped  abruptly.  Then  air 
started  to  whistle  past  my  ears  as 
it  began  to  leave  my  suit.  I  sud- 
denly realized  that  my  air  hose 
was  cut.  I  knew  that  the  great 
pressure  of  water  at  that  depth 
would  empty  my  suit  within  a  few 
seconds.  I  should  be  badly  crushed 
in  an  instant! 

Shutting  off  the  intake  valve, 
I  left  enough  air  within  my  suit  to 
last  about  five  minutes.  But  for 
normal  compression  I  needed 
more  time  than  that  to  go  up.  Now 
I    was    in    a    tough    spot.    There 


seemed  slight  chance  for  my  sur- 
vival. Stumbling  up  the  compan- 
ionway  steps,  I  jerked  out  my 
shark  knife.  But  on  the  deck, 
nothing  was  in  sight — nothing  but 
those  ghostly  white  planks  and 
sharp  black  rocks.  My  suit  was  de- 
flating fast  now.  I  pulled  my  sig- 
nal cord  quickly,  and  soon  I  was 
being  hauled  upward  slowly.  Of 
course,  I  knew  the  terrible  danger 
of  being  hauled  up  from  deep 
water  too  fast.  Often  it  causes 
caisson  disease,  or  better  known 
"bends." 

At  the  halfway  stage,  I  signalled 
for  a  stop.  For  a  minute  or  two  I 
hung  at  that  level  to  lessen  the 
shock.  When,  at  my  next  signal 
the  crew  started  hauling  me  up 
again,  my  eyes  seemed  to  be  burst- 
ing from  their  sockets.  My  body 
felt  as  if  it  had  been  gripped  by 
some  giant's  hand  that  was  crush- 
ing the  remaining  life  out  of  it. 
They  pulled  me  on  deck,  and  the 
crew  boys  got  my  headpiece  un- 
screwed just  in  time.  I  lay  there 


helpless,  almost  unconscious. 
After  undergoing  decompression 
in  our  makeshift  chamber,  I  rested 
for  two  whole  days. 

On  the  third  day  the  sea  was 
calm  and  the  day  was  clear.  We 
had  rigged  up  a  new  air  hose;  the 
old  one  had  been  cut  almost  in 
two.  What  had  cut  it,  I  didn't 
know;  perhaps  some  sharp  edge 
on  the  old  hulk,  or  a  pointed  rock. 
Again  I  climbed  over  the  side  of 
the  craft  and  sank  slowly  down 
past  the  wall  of  gloomy  black 
rocks.  I  circled  the  entire  deck, 
carefully  watching  my  lines. 
Everything  appeared  the  same  as 
before.  I  climbed  down  the  com- 
panionway  toward  the  chamber 
below.  The  grim  helmet  with  its 
white  grinning  skull  lay  where 
I  had  left  it.  This  time,  without 
hesitation,  I  quickly  turned  and 
began  digging  away  the  sand  that 
blocked  the  door.  Soon  I  had  the 
opening  cleared.  I  peered  in,  then 
cautiously  entered. 

Inside  was  a  spac^  about  fifteen 
feet  wide.  It  was  partly  filled  with 
crates  and  boxes  of  different  sizes. 
One  of  the  boxes  had  the  top 
pried  off.  Excited,  I  quickly 
scraped  away  the  thick  sand. 
Then  I  flashed  my  torch  on  the 
uncovered  contents.  It  revealed 
several  silver  bars!  Yes,  here  was 
the  treasure.  How  much,  I  had  no 
idea.  But  if  it  was  to  be  raised,  I 
should  have  to  arrange  for  slings 
to  be  dropped.  Counting  the 
boxes,  I  prepared  to  ascend. 

Turning  to  retrace  my  steps,  I 
noticed  that  the  boxes  were  piled 
higher  at  the  opposite  end  of  the 
chamber,  away  from  the  door- 
way. To  the  left  of  these  I  noted 
an  old  sea-chest  which  I  hauled 
out  and  tied  to  the  sling-line.   I 


jerked  my  signal-line  and  eased 
the  find  slowly  toward  the  open- 
ing, as  it  began  to  ascend  upward 
to  the  salvage  craft  above.  Then, 
turning  to  the  right  of  this  find, 
I  noted  a  huge  object  heavily 
wrapped  in  a  large  tarpaulin. 
Striding  clumsily  across  the  cham- 
ber, I  tore  away  the  length  of  the 
covering. 

There  before  me  was  a  great 
bronze  statue.  It  had  large  eyes, 
probably  made  of  precious  stones. 
They  were  of  different  shades  and 
seemed  to  be  looking  at  me  sor- 
rowfully. At  the  base  of  the  statue 
were  a  number  of  small  bones, 
whitened  and  half  buried  in  the 
sand.  Among  them  two  human 
skulls  grinned  up  at  me  eerily. 
Close  by  lay  a  lead-soled  boot, 
with  remnants  of  a  diver's  suit 
still  clinging  to  it.  I  stood  there 
trembling  in  the  darkened  eerie 
tomb.  Then  in  the  light  of  my 
torch  something  snakelike  floated 
into  my  view.  My  scalp  tightened. 
Then  to  my  relief,  I  saw  that  it 
was  only  a  long  piece  of  tarpaulin. 
By  now  my  nerves  were  pretty 
raw,  and  I  couldn't  help  thinking 
of  the  seven  divers  who  had  come 
down  here  to  stay. 

In  the  midst  of  these  thoughts, 
I  had  a  weird,  uncanny  feeling 
that  somebody  or  something  was 
watching  me.  So  strong  was  this 
strange  sense  of  a  presence  in  the 
lonely,  silent  tomb  that  I  turned 
and  threw  my  torchlight  about 
the  chamber.  It  moved  over  the 
boxes  and  crates,  played  on  the 
wall,  and  returned  finally  to  the 
statue.  As  it  shone  past  the  bronze 
figure,  I  became  faint  with  terror. 
There,  from  behind  the  dim  out- 
lines of  the  boxes  and  crates,  a 
huge  shape  was  rising  before  me. 

21 


My  heart  pounded  wildly,  for 
there,  bulking  now  across  the 
opening — barring  my  exit! — was 
the  quivering,  warty  body  of  an 
octopus  rocking  from  side  to  side. 
The  huge  monster  was  fully 
twenty  feet  across  with  a  ball  of 
a  body  about  four  or  five  feet  in 
width.  The  creature's  long,  slimy 
arms,  or  tentacles,  were  lined  with 
many  huge  saucer-like  cups.  And 
its  ghoulish  eyes  watched  my 
every  movement. 

Now  I  knew  the  fate  of  the  lost 
divers,  and  I  realized  that  I,  too, 
was  trapped  in  this  watery  grave. 
For  there  was  only  one  way  out, 
and  that  was  blocked  by  a  sway- 
ing, writhing  octopus.  Its  long 
slimy  tentacles  swerved  and 
quivered  continuously.  They 
caressed  the  water,  wrapped 
themselves  about  the  crates  and 
boxes.  Then  the  creature  crawled 
slowly  along  the  floor  towards  me. 
I  gazed  at  it  in  horror  and  edged 
backward  out  of  its  grasping 
reach.  It  spite  of  its  great  bulk 
and  spreading  arms  it  moved 
quickly. 

As  I  watched  I  could  see  the 
color  of  the  huge  body  change 
from  brown  to  dirty  yellow,  then 
to  tan  and  then  to  gray  and  white. 
And  all  the  while  those  terrible 
eyes  watching  my  every  move- 
ment. I  thought  of  the  statue  near 
me.  As  I  backed  slowly  and  cau- 
tiously toward  it,  the  monster 
seemed  to  realize  what  my  intent 
was.  For  it  lunged  with  one  of 
its  long  tentacles  directly  at  me. 
The  powerful  arm  stirred  the  sand 
into  a  great  cloud. 

Suddenly  a  wild  plan  occurred 
to  me.  It  was  a  slim  chance,  but 
a  man  facing  death  will  clutch  at 
any  straw.  Quickly  backing  as  far 
99. 


as  I  could  into  the  corner  of  the 
chamber,  I  drew  my  shark  knife 
from  its  sheath  and  waited.  The 
14-inch  blade  didn't  seem  much 
good  against  such  a  creature,  but 
I  was  used  to  the  knife.  With  half 
a  chance  I  could  let  the  terrible 
monster  know  that  he  had  been  in 
a  fight. 

Now  it  was  enraged,  changing 
from  one  color  to  another.  I  stood 
waiting.  Desperately,  the  huge 
creature  sought  to  clasp  its  suc- 
tion-cupped arms  about  me. 
Hooking  the  torch  to  my  belt,  I 
waited  just  beyond  reach.  Sud- 
denly an  arm  shot  directly  at  me. 
With  a  sideswipe,  I  sliced  through 
it,  almost  without  knowing  that 
my  knife  had  made  contact  with 
flesh.  Then  another  tentacle  was 
severed  from  the  sickening  wart- 
covered  body.  As  still  another  arm 
was  thrust  at  me,  I  sliced  down- 
ward at  it,  lopping  it  off.  Now  I 
saw  more  closely  the  monster's 
devilish  eyes  watching  me  fixedly 
with  blank,  go'ggling  hatred.  Then 
a  stream  of  blue-black  fluid  poured 
fourth  from  the  octopus'  ink  sac, 
spreading  slowly  upwards  and 
clouding  the  water  all  about  me. 
Now  I  wondered  whether  my  plan 
would  succeed. 

Another  writhing  arm  shot  for- 
ward. I  managed  to  turn  it  aside 
with  my  knife  without  cutting  it 
off.  But  in  the  next  instant  a  back- 
handed blow  from  the  tentacle 
smashed  against  my  helmet.  It 
hurled  me  backward  against  the 
wooden  wall  with  a  force  that 
left  me  dazed.  Slowly  I  staggered 
to  my  feet.  I  wasn't  a  second  too 
soon,  for  the  creature  clamped 
onto  my  helmet  and  shook  me 
violently  from  side  to  side.  With 
terrifying  madness  I  let  out  a  yell 


that  sounded  hideous  in  my  own 
ears.  I  drove  my  knife  upward  at 
the  quivering  arm  wrapped 
around  my  helmet.  The  blade 
sliced  deep  through  the  boneless 
arm,  its  grip  relaxing  as  the  sin- 
uous tentacle  parted  in  two. 

Now  the  monster  was  wild  with 
rage.  Another  huge  arm  groped 
wildly  for  me.  It  flashed  out  for 
a  grip  on  my  helmet  again  but 
dropped  quickly  and  seized  my 
left  leg  instead,  throwing  me  off 
my  feet.  Again  I  slashed  at  it. 
With  fiendish  cunning  it  changed 
its  hold  to  my  left  arm,  pulling  me 
a  little  nearer  to  the  opening.  I 
drove  my  knife  upward  once  more, 
but  luck  was  against  me.  The 
keen  blade  glanced  wildly,  and  a 
second  later  it  was  wrenched  from 
my  hand! 

Now  I  was  completely  helpless. 
In  desperation  I  tried  to  brace 
myself,  but  there  was  nothing  to 
brace  against.  I  could  not  signal 
to  the  ship  above  for  help,  because 
the  huge  monster's  tentacles,  those 
which  remained,  were  staked 
across  my  lines. 

Inch  by  inch,  it  dragged  me 
across  the  sand-covered  floor  of 
that  watery  tomb.  As  I  came 
nearer,  I  could  see  the  terrible 
eyes  watching  me  through  the 
clouded  water.  The  eighth  victim 
that  would  never  return!  Sudden- 
ly a  faint  light  shone  on  some- 
thing that  lay  on  the  sand  at  my 
feet.  The  shark  knife!  I  saw  one 
last,  crazy  chance.  I  must  take 
it  or  be  torn  to  pieces  by  the 
nightmare  that  clutched  me. 
Quickly  I  grabbed  the  steal  blade. 
The  tentacle  on  my  left  arm 
tightened,  gave  a  quick  jerk.  Now 
I  was  within  an  arm's  reach  of 
the  monsters'  terrible  body.  I  had 


to  act  quickly.  Again  I  felt  the 
grip  tighten.  Swiftly  I  raised  the 
knife  and  drove  the  long  blade 
into  the  fearful  creature's  body 
at  what  I  hoped  was  a  vital  spot. 

At  the  same  moment  something 
tore  at  my  belt.  And  then  the 
whole  chamber  seemed  to  ex- 
plode. There  was  a  quick  blinding 
flash,  a  dull  roar  of  sound,  and 
then  .  .  .  darkness. 

Later,  I  opened  my  eyes  with 
a  start,  a  sort  of  nervous  twitch. 
I  was  dreaming,  I  thought.  I 
closed  my  eyes  again  for  a  few 
seconds.  Then,  when  I  opened 
them  once  more  I  lay  still,  blink- 
ing. My  head  cleared.  I  caught 
the  soft  hiss  of  an  air  valve  and 
saw  that,  sure  enough,  there  were 
the  pressure  gauges  on  the  wall. 
A  lone  figure  stood  before  them, 
adjusting  the  valves.  The  man 
turned  and  faced  me.  It  was  my 
partner,  Charlie  Boyer.  Eyeing 
me  for  a  moment  in  silence,  he 
scanned  my  face. 

"Well,  Lieutenant,"  he  said 
quietly,  "you  did  come  back." 

"How — how  did  you  get  me 
up?"  I  asked. 

"When  we  didn't  hear  from  you 
for  so  long,  I  ordered  two  of  the 
native  divers  to  go  down  and  see 
what  was  the  matter.  They  found 
you  with  your  lines  fouled  and 
three  tentacles  of  an  octopus 
about  you  on  the  underdeck  of 
an  old  wreck,"  he  replied.  The 
octopus  was  dead.  They  closed 
the  air  pressure  valves  in  your 
torn  suit,  cut  away  the  lines  and 
the  tentacles,  and  got  you  clear 
just  in  time.  The  suit  was  leaking 
fast,  but  they  were  able  to  get 
you  on  board  before  all  the  air 
was  gone." 

"Thank  God— thank  God!" 
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Revenge  was  the  only  thing  I 
wanted  that  fourth  week.  A  man 
can  put  up  with  just  so  much. 

For  three  straight  Saturdays, 
the  witch  in  the  apartment  next 
door  had  waited  until  the  opera 
broadcast  was  just  nicely  under 
way.  Then  she'd  turned  on  her 
mechanized  broom.  The  racket  in 
the  radio  was  enough  to  make  my 
crew-cut  lie  down. 

By  the  third  offense,  I  knew  she 
was  an  opera-hater,  deliberately 
jamming  my  set.  I  pounded  on 
the  wall  that  separated  our  back- 
to-back  living  rooms,  but  the 
vacuum  droned  on. 

Now  the  only  encouraging 
sounds  I  heard  from  3-D  was  a 
man's  deep  laugh  (someone  liked 
her)  and  boogie  (she  didn't 
loathe  all  music).  Yet  because  of 
three  ruined  operas,  I  spent  most 
of  my  time  getting  braced  for 
what  I  knew  would  be  the  fourth 
fiasco. 

Maybe  I'm  sensitive  about  pre- 
ferring   opera,    but    I    collected 


classical  records  even  before  jun- 
ior high,  and  did  some  amateur 
singing  in  college.  My  first  trouble 
came  during  an  Army  hitch  when 
I  found  most  of  the  guys  felt  it 
was  almost  unpatriotic  to  prefer 
Jan  Peerce  to  Frank  Sinatra.  I've 
also  learned  the  hard  way  that 
dates  want  to  dance  to  newer 
tunes  than  Verdi's. 

With  right  company,  any  music 
sounds  good  to  me,  but  opera  is 
my  special  love.  So  I  rented  3-C 
with  high  hopes  of  undisturbed 
record-playing  and  Saturdays  with 
the  radio.  Enter  3-D.  Exit  beauti- 
ful dream. 

Sure  enough,  this  Saturday,  just 
as  Milton  Cross  talked  us  into  the 
overture,  the  clatter  started.  I  saw 
purple  stars  and  when  they  ex- 
ploded they  revealed  a  dirty  idea. 

All  but  stroking  an  imaginary 
moustache,  I  tiptoed  past  3-D's 
toward  the  alcove  near  the  back 
stairs.  In  a  matter  of  seconds,  I 
was  back  home  with  the  demon's 
fuse  in  my  pocket,  and  really  en- 
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joying  the  opera  for  the  first  time 
since  I'd  moved.  Before  long,  a 
clink-clinking  next  door  told  me 
that  3-D  was  trying  to  fix  her 
vacuum  cleaner. 

I'd  just  settled  back  when  there 
was  a  rap  at  my  door.  Jerking  it 
open,  I  gasped  at  the  sight  of  a 
tall  redhead.  I'm  sure  my  lower 
jaw  came  unhinged  when  I  saw 
she  had  a  sweeper  by  the  handle. 
This  was  the  demon! 

"3-D!"  I  said  with  a  gulp. 

"What?  Oh  yes,  I  live  next 
door."  She  grinned.  "And  how 
are  you,  3-C?" 

"Uh,  fine,  fine,"  I  said,  unable  to 
stop  staring.  Okay,  I  steadied  my- 
self, so  she's  pretty  and  young  and 
not  the  least  like  a  fiend.  But  the 
fact  remains,  she's  been  putting 
the  kibosh  on  the  opera.  My  voice 
was  cooler  when  I  asked,  "What 
can  I  do  for  you?" 

"Know  anything  about  vacu- 
ums? Mine  quit." 

I  was  about  to  snarl,  "Serves 
you  right!"  when  I  remembered 


the  fuse  in  my  pocket.  Better 
pretend  to  be  neighborly,  so  she 
won't  find  out. 

"Think  you  can  fix  it?"  she 
asked. 

;;Well,  I'll  try,"  I  said. 

"Swell."  She  pushed  the  handle 
toward  me. 

"Come  in  while  I  give  it  a 
whirl."  She  stepped  inside.  "This 
might  take  a  little  while,"  I  said. 

"Hope  it  won't  take  too  long." 
There  was  a  hint  of  suspicion  in 
her  voice. 

I  got  down  on  the  floor  and  in- 
spected the  instrument  of  my 
torture.  She  watched  closely. 

"Do  you  like  opera?"  I  cocked 
my  head  at  the  radio,  now  bring- 
ing forth  Don  Giovanni  undis- 
turbed. Of  course,  I  knew  her 
answer,  but  I  was  hoping  to  trap 
her  into  a  confession.  As  I  ex- 
pected, she  was  evasive. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  much  about 
it."  Her  glance  slid  back  to  my 
hands.  "Can  I  help?"  she  asked. 

"No,  thanks." 
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As  she  watched  me,  her  eyes 
narrowed,  and  her  suspicious  atti- 
tude became  more  fact  than  hint. 
"You've  wiggled  that  screw  three 
times,"  she  said  finally,  while  I 
felt  red  around  the  ears. 

"Uhm,  yes—."  I  decided  I'd  bet- 
ter make  like  a  mechanic.  With  a 
butcher  knife  and  a  great  show  of 
concentration,  I  proceeded.  She 
was  still  watching  when,  before 
long,  I  had  big  and  little  gizmos 
spread  on  the  floor  all  around  me. 

"I  never  realized  how  many 
pieces  there  were,"  she  said. 
Neither  did  I,  but  I  kept  the  mas- 
terful scowl. 

When  I  finished  putting  it  to- 
gether, there  were  three  pieces 
left  over. 

"What  are  those?"  She  pointed 
at  the  orphan  gadgets. 

"They  don't  seem  to  fit  any- 
where," I  answered  bravely. 

"Oh.  In  other  words,  you  can't 
fix  it?"  ' 

"Afraid  not  .  .  ." 

"Why  didn't  you  say  so  in  the 
first  place?"  I  loped  to  the  kitchen 
and  brought  a  paper  bag,  while 
she  gathered  up  her  maimed  ma- 
chine. 

"You  can  put  the  pieces  in 
here." 

"Just  a  know-it-all!"  Crippled 
vacuum  in  one  hand,  paper  bag  in 
the  other,  3-D  marched  out. 

Now  she'll  really  give  me  the 
business,  I  thought.  Sneaking 
down  the  hall,  I  replaced  the  fuse. 

Late  that  afternoon,  3-D's 
buzzer  sounded  and  soon  the  man 
with  the  deep  laugh  was  there. 
For  the  time  being  that  was  that. 

No  wonder  Lois  looked  at  me 
oddly  across  the  table  that  night. 
All    evening,    3-D's    furious    face 
floated  before  me. 
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Things  probably  wouldn't  have 
come  to  a  head  that  fifth  Satur- 
day, if  that  particular  broadcast 
hadn't  been  my  favorite.  The 
beautiful  opening  of  La  Boheme 
just  started  when  3-D  turned  on 
the  old  buzz  saw.  Her  sick  con- 
traption was  cured,  so  the  cater- 
wauling began  in  the  radio  and 
my  head. 

Suddenly,  all  the  snears  and 
wisecracks  about  my  musical 
taste  came  back  to  me.  Pantywaist, 
was  I?  I'll  establish  my  rights,  I 
vowed,  and  re-swiping  the  fuse, 
determined  to  hear  Mimi  and 
Rodolfo  without  interference. 

During  lulls  in  the  music,  I 
strained  to  hear  the  clink-clinking 
of  last  week,  but  there  was  no 
sound.  Finally,  I  heard  her  door 
open  and  a  resounding  knock  on 
mine.  Since  I  obviously  had  the 
upper  hand,  I  flung  open  the  door 
with  a  mock  bow. 

"Okay,  Buster.  Hand  it  over." 
Straightening  up  quickly,  I  saw 
she  was  even  more  furious  than 
last  time. 

"Wh-what?  My  name  is  Tim." 

"Don't  be  coy.  Give  me  that 
fuse!" 

"Oh,  you  know?" 

"I  should  have  realized  what 
you  were  up  to  last  week.  Dis- 
mantling my  vacuum  .  .  .  Charlie 
said  nothing  was  wrong  except 
that  a  moron  put  it  together." 

''Charlie?" 

"Charlie's  an  expert  mechanic." 

"That's  nice.  I  was  going  to  pay 
your  repair  bill."  The  idea  came 
to  me  only  then,  but  it  sounded 
decent. 

"Don't  bother.  Charlie  was  glad 
to  fix  it."  I  remembered  Charlie's 
deep  laugh,  and  I  didn't  like  it. 
It  was  on  me. 


"I've  heard  of  bulb  snatchers, 
but  using  a  fuse  to  try  to  get 
acquainted  .  .  ." 

"Get  acquainted?  How  con- 
ceited can  you  be?" 

"What  do  you  mean  by  that?" 

"I  mean  I  borrowed  your  fuse  to 
keep  you  from  driving  me  crazy! 
That  continual  vacuuming  ruins 
the  opera!" 

"Saturday  afternoon  is  the  only 
time  I  can  clean  house." 

"Do  you  have  to  vacuum 
through  the  whole  opera?  WhatVe 
you  got  in  there,  fifteen  rooms?" 

"Can  I  help  it  if  the  opera  is 
life  and  death  to  you?"  We  were 
getting  nowhere. 

"Will  you  give  me  that  fuse  or 
do  I  call  the  manager?" 

"Here!"  I  nearly  threw  it  at  her, 
and  our  doors  slammed  in  duet. 

Naturally,  the  rest  of  the  opera 
was  ruined.  I  left  the  radio  on, 
though,  as  loud  as  possible.  The 
vacuum  was  going  full  blast,  as  if 
she'd  left  it  on  the  bare  floor  next 
to  my  wall.  I  turned  off  the  radio 
only  after  I'd  heard  every  last 
note,  buzz  and  all. 

In  the  shower,  I  began  to  cool 
down.  Do  you  suppose  that  Satur- 
day was  the  only  time  she  had  to 
vacuum?  For  the  first  time,  I  had 
a  crawling  feeling  of  guilt. 

All  spruced  up  for  my  date,  I 
tapped  on  3-D's  door. 

"Oh,  it's  you." 

"Who  is  it,  honey?"  called  a 
dark  hulk  on  the  couch. 

"The  man  next  door,"  3-D  said 
icily.  Charlie  heaved  himself  up 
and  over  to  the  door. 

"Well,  well.  So  it's  the  mechani- 
cal genius,"  he  leered. 

"3-D,  I  stopped  to  apologize  for 
messing  up  your  sweeper  and 
swiping  the  fuses,"  I  began,  but 


Charlie-boy  wasn't  through.  "I've 
wanted  to  meet  Mr.  All-thumbs  of 
1954,"  he  boomed. 

"How  do  you  do?"  I  said,  trying 
to  ease  off.  He  was  a  big  bruiser, 
but  that  didn't  worry  me.  I  just 
wanted  3-D  to  forgive  me. 

"I'm  honestly  sorry  about  the 
whole  deal,  3-D,"  I  said  and  left. 

Guiding  Lucy  about  the  dance 
floor  that  night,  I  grasped  the  fact 
that  3-D's  face  would  probably 
continue  to  haunt  me.  How  could 
a  vacuum-happy  female  be  so 
beautiful? 

Then  I  had  an  idea.  For  the  next 
several  days,  I  hatched  my  plan 
and  watched  for  just  the  right 
moment.  Since  it  depended  on 
Charlie's  being  there,  I  had  to 
wait  until  Friday  night. 

The  boom  of  Charlie's  self-sat- 
isfied laugh,  and  the  rumble  of  a 
boogie  beat  made  eveiything  per- 
fect. With  a  stack  of  records  under 
one  arm,  I  tapped  on  her  door. 

"Oh,  hello,  Tim."  I  was  encour- 
aged. She  remembered  my  name. 

"Won't  break  up  your  party,"  I 
said,  "but  I've  a  present  for  you." 


'Remember  what*  you  said  to  Mr.  Klotx 
about  always  being  for  the  underdog?" 
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"How  come?"  3-D  asked. 

"To  prove  I  meant  that  apology. 
They're  some  of  my  favorite  rec- 
ords, and  I  think  you'll  like  them." 
The  way  3-D  looked  at  me  made 
me  feel  eleven  feet  tall. 

"Hey,  what're  you  trying  to 
pull?"  Charlie  thundered. 

"Hi,  Charlie,"  was  all  I  wasted 
on  him.  I  turned  back  to  my  own 
apartment,  as  3-D  called,  "Thanks 
a  lot,  Tim." 

Then  I  waited.  As  I'd  hoped, 
when  the  boogie  record  finished, 
one  of  my  choice  selections  from 
Romeo  and  Juliet  came  softly 
through  the  partition.  When  that 
was  over,  another  boogie  took  its 
place.  Then  another  of  my  gifts 
was  on  the  turntable. 

It  went  on  like  that,  alternating 
classical  and  jazz.  I  had  made  my 
choices  carefully,  with  an  ear  for 
variety  and  contrast  to  eightbeat, 
banking  on  3-D's  curiosity. 

I  tried  to  read,  with  my  eyes 
following  the  print  and  my  ears 
turned  elsewhere.  Oh-oh.  Three 
boogies  in  a  row.  Then  I  relaxed 
— another  score  for  me.  After  she'd 
played  all  my  records  through,  on 
both  sides,  I  went  to  bed  happier 
than  I'd  been  for  weeks. 

As  step  two,  I  deliberately 
didn't  turn  on  the  radio  Saturday. 
The  opera  could  wait.  I  didn't 
want  3-D  to  feel  inhibited  about 
vacuuming. 

At  broadcast  time  there  was  no 


sound — the  first  Saturday  she'd 
missed.  Was  something  the  mat- 
ter? Anxiously,  I  hurried  to  her 
door.  When  3-D  answered,  her  red 
hair  was  tied  up  in  a  green  ban- 
dana, and  there  was  a  broom  in 
her  hand! 

"Oh,  Tim!"  he  looked  down 
apologetically  at  her  slacks  and 
the  broom,  muzzled  in  a  damp 
cloth.  "I  thought  you'd  be  listen- 
ing to  the  opera." 

"I  thought  you'd  be  cleaning, 
so  I  didn't  tune  it  in." 

We  looked  solemnly  at  each 
other.  "I  was  going  to  eavesdrop," 
she  said  sheepishly. 

"3-D!"  I  leaned  forward. 

"Tim,  the  records  are  beautiful," 
she  said.  "Not  as  stuffy  as  I  ...  I 
mean,  they're  nice." 

"3-D."  I  was  leaning  forward 
again.  Then  we  both  thought  of 
Charlie.  She  said,  "Charlie  hated 
your  records.  He  accused  me  of 
falling  for  you  and  your  corny 
music." 

"Are  you  falling  for  me  and  my 
corny  music?" 

Later,  I  developed  a  new  plan 
to  cover  both  the  Met  and  the 
cleaning.  She  likes  it,  too,  and 
we've  been  using  it  ever  since.  It 
works  especially  well  in  our  new 
house.  She  putters  and  knits  while 
I  give  full  attention  to  the  opera. 
Then,  while  she  gets  dinner,  1 
vacuum. 


Arriving  too  late  to  plant  crops,  the  Pilgrims  spent  such  a  hard  winter 
that  the  daily  ration  was  five  grains  of  corn.  The  next  year,  with  bountiful 
crops,  they  instituted  Thanksgiving  Day.  For  many  generations,  New 
England  housewives,  inviting  family  and  guests  to  Thanksgiving  dinner, 
served  five  grains  of  corn  in  each  plate  as  a  reminder. 

— R.  J.  Berlis 
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At  our  Chaplain's  Memorial 
Building  we  have  a  walled  garden 
where  flowers  of  every  color  and 
many  varieties  stand  out  in  beauty 
amid  the  vines  and  shrubs.  It  is  a 
joy  to  stand  in  the  doorway  and 
drink  in  the  beauty  of  the  whole 
garden.  Although  our  eyes  stop 
especially  upon  the  bright  flowers, 
we  realize  how  empty  our  garden 
would  be  if  only  the  flowers  were 
there. 

Sometimes  we  cut  flowers  from 
our  garden  and  find,  when  arrang-  j 

ing  them,  that  we  need  a  few  bits  \ 

of  shrub  to  set  them  off.  I've  no-  1 

ticed,  too,  that  the  flowers  which  we  cut  off  soon  wither,  die,  and  lose  j 
their  loveliness.  Then  we  cast  them  aside. 

The  Bible  is  like  our  garden.  In  it  are  passages  of  flower-like  beauty  j 
which  stand  out  from  the  rest  and  are  a  joy  to  the  ear,  mind,  and  heart. 
We  are  tempted  to  skip  from  one  of  these  to  another,  not  even  noticing  j 
the  background  into  which  they  are  set.  Yet,  how  empty  our  Bible  j 
would  seem  and  how  small  it  would  be  if  only  the  flower  passages 
were  there.  How  much  of  their  beauty  these  favorite  passages  would 
lose  if  thy  stood  alone  in  a  desert  of  secularism.  We  never  appreciate  j 
the  Bible  until  we  see  it  as  an  integrated  whole. 

Some  Christians  cut  these  beautiful  passages  away  from  their  stems  j 
and  roots  and  take  them  out  of  the  Bible  and  try  to  build  their  faith 
upon  them.  They  are  overjoyed  because  they  seem  to  have  gathered 
so  much  beauty  together.   Yet  while   they   are   yet   exclaiming,   the 
beauty  has  already  begun  to  fade. 

Truly  my  Bible  is  like  our  garden  and  I  cannot  find  its  greatest 
beauty  by  picking  flowers  out  of  it. 

—foe  2>a*ta 
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Wherever  they  go  around  the 
world  Fellowship  groups  in  our 
armed  forces  seem  to  find  ways  of 
showing  to  people  of  other  lands 
the  best  side  of  America — the  truly 
Christian  side.  Here  we  present 
two  out  of  many  examples. 

Howard  Schmidt,  CS2,  lay  lead- 
er aboard  the  USS  ROANOKE 
(CL145),  is  telling  of  his  work  for 
Christ  at  a  special  United  Fellow- 
ship service  in  the  Holy  Trinity 
Church    in    Algiers.    The    church 


was  crowded  »with  Protestan 
from  the  city,  over  200  men  of  th 
Sixth  Fleet,  and  missionaries, 
Chief  of  Chaplains  E.  B.  Harp,  Jr., 
brought  a  special  greeting  and 
Chaplain  James  W.  Kelly 
preached  the  sermon.  The  service 
was  arranged  by  Chaplain  J.  A. 
Alley  of  the  USS  RANDOLPH 
and  Chaplain  A.  R.  Anderson  of 
the  USS  ROANOKE  working  with 
the  Rev.  J.  W.  Dunbar,  rector. 
Chaplain  Edward  Nouvolon  of 
the  French  Army  gave  an  account 
of  his  work. 

The  smaller  picture  shows  a 
part  of  the  Fellowship  group  from 
the  USS  AMPHION  (AR13)  on 
their  visit  to  the  Presbyterian 
Church  of  Rio  Piedra,  Puerto  Rico. 
Under  the  leadership  of  Chaplain 
R.  W.  Odell,  they  worshipped  with 
the  congregation  and  had  a  won- 
derful time  enjoying  true  Latin 
American  hospitality. 

These  and  similar  events  do 
much  to  give  the  servicemen  a 
good  name.  We  wish  we  could 
have  word  of  a  lot  more  such  good 
will  expeditions — especially  to 
foster  good  will  between  camps 
and  communities. 


Study  Outline  jf&L  October  3/  ta  A/ctvemtte^  6  jjackd&n  fyJdaMc, 

The  Suffering  Servant 

1.  To  gain  an  understanding  of  Isaiah  53,  which  is  one  of  the  best 
known  of  all  Bible  chapters. 

2.  To  see  Jesus  Christ  as  God's  suffering  servant. 

3.  To  find  our  place  in  the  finished  work  of  Christ. 

SUGGESTED  SCRIPTURE:  Isaiah  52:13-15;  53:1-12;  Philippians  2:5-11. 


To  me  every  rose  is  a  thing  of 
rare  beauty  with  a  message  of  the 
tender,  creative  love  of  God.  Be- 
cause a  rose  is  a  rose  it  has  this 
wonderful  loveliness.  Yet  the  other 
evening  my  wife  picked  up  a 
bouquet  of  full  blooming  amber 
roses  at  the  Morck  Hotel.  They 
had  been  on  display  all  day  at  a 
community  rose  show.  And  even  I 
could  see  the  special  beauty  and 
loveliness  of  these  particular 
roses. 

It  is  so  with  the  chapters  of  the 
Bible.  Every  chapter  and  every 
verse  is  a  thing  of  beauty  and 
power  from  God.  I  have  never  yet 
studied  a  Bible  passage  in  which 
I  have  failed  to  see  a  message 
from  God.  And  yet  there  are  some 
chapters  which  stand  out  from  all 
the  rest — like  the  roses  which  won 
the  prize  at  the  rose  show. 

One  such  chapter  is  Isaiah  53. 
These  twelve  verses  are  particu- 
larly loved  by  God's  people.  They 
are  so  close  to  eternity's  central 
event,  which  is  the  cross  of  Christ, 
that  it  seems  as  if  the  writer  had 
been  standing  on  Golgotha  in  the 
shadow  of  the  figure  nailed  to  the 
beam.  From  this  aspect  there  is  a 
likeness  between  Isaiah  53  and 
Psalm  22. 


1. 
2. 
3. 
4. 


Actually  this  chapter  is  a  part 
of  a  group  of  four  "Servant"  pas- 
sages which  are  the  heart  of  the 
message  of  Isaiah.  Isaiah  53  is  the 
major  part  of  the  final  servant 
song.  These  four  passages  are  as 
follows : 

Isaiah  42:1-9. 

Isaiah  49:1-9. 

Isaiah  50:4-9. 

Isaiah  52:13-53:12. 
These  passages  are  closely  linked 
with  everything  that  is  the  great- 
est in  the  scheme  of  divine  revela- 
tion. In  content  and  teaching  they 
are  closer  to  the  New  Testament 
than  any  other  Old  Testament 
passages. 

As  a  first  part  of  this  servant 
passage,  Isaiah  52:13-15  provides 
an  introductory  statement.  These 
three  verses  are  an  outline  of 
what  is  to  follow  in  the  next  chap- 
ter. In  verse  13  there  is  the  prom- 
ise of  triumph.  In  verse  14  comes 
an  astonishing  statement  of  unbe- 
lievable suffering.  In  verse  15 
there  is  startling  exaltation  and 
victory. 

The  Christian  is  able  to  have  a 
full  interpretation  of  what  the 
Word  of  God  is  talking  about  here. 
This    servant   is   not  a   king   like 


world-conquering  Cyrus  who. 


to 
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be  sure,  can  be  used  by  God.  The 
servant  could  not  be  Israel  as  a 
whole,   though   from   this   nation 
the  Saviour  was  to  come.  What  is 
meant  here  cannot  even  be  some 
unformed  spiritual  element  within 
\  the  nation  which  still  has  not  been 
realized.  Understanding  the  mes- 
sage  of  the  New  Testament,  to 
which  this  passage  plainly  refers, 
the  servant  is  none  other  than  the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  He  is  the  one 
who  came  and  suffered  and  died 
in  order  to  gain  the  eternal  vic- 
1  tory  over  sin  and  death. 
I      Isaiah  53  divides  itself  into  two 
I  major  sections.  One  speaks  of  the 
j  life,  suffering,  and  death  of  God's 
I  servant  ( verses  1-9 ) .  In  the  other, 
f  the  theme  changes  to  the  triumph 
I  of    the    Lord    through    suffering 
J  (verse  10-12). 

Life  and  Suffering 

I  The  first  nine  verses,  in  turn, 
1  may  be  divided  into  three  short 
|  sections  which  deal  with  the  great 
j  mystery  of  God's  redemptive  act 
I  through  Christ  at  Calvary. 
|  Verses  1-3  speak  of  the  rejected 
1  man  of  sorrows.  In  the  eyes  of 
|  God  the  servant  grew  in  favor. 
|  God  saw  him  as  a  young  plant, 
|j  "like  a  root  out  of  dry  ground." 
|  Where  everything  else  was 
|  parched  and  barren  desert,  here 
I  was  one  plant  which  grew.  But 
1  men  did  not  see  him  so.  They 
|  despised  him  and  rejected  him. 
|  They  could  neither  understand 
him  nor  tolerate  his  message  of 
love.  The  story  of  Jesus  of  Naza- 
reth as  told  in  the  four  gospels 
matches  this. 

The  tragedy  is  that  the  world 
still  rejects  Jesus  Christ.  Where 
materialistic  Communism  becomes 
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the  faith  of  the  people,  the  for 
giving  love  of  Jesus  tends  to  be- 
come a  joke — "the  pale  Galilean" 
is  an  object  of  scorn.  And  even  ir 
a  land  where  we  claim  to  be  Chris 
tian,  we  are  quick  to  run  rough 
shod  over  Christlike  qualities  like 
forgiveness,  love,  humility,  and 
purity. 

Verses  4-7  tell  of  the  vicarious 
sufferer.  This  is  the  heart  of  the 
gospel.  The  atoning  power  of  Jesus 
Christ  has  made  possible  the  for- 
giveness of  every  dark  sin.  His  re- 
jection and  suffering  was  not  in 
vain.  In  his  suffering  he  has  "borne 
our  griefs  and  carried  our  sor- 
rows." "The  Lord  has  laid  on  him 
the  iniquity  of  us  all." 

Because  this  is  all  true,  a  man 
is  able  to  stand  and  recognize  him- 
self as  a  lost  sinner,  but  in  new- 
ness of  faith  say,  "Jesus  died  for 
me. 

As  a  youth  Charles  Haddon 
Spurgeon,  the  great  British 
preacher,  went  through  a  terrific 
experience  of  the  conviction  of 
his  own  sin.  For  five  bitter, 
haunted  years  he  bore  a  burden 
of  his  own  evil  sin.  But  there  came 
the  time  when  he  could  see  Jesus 
Christ  lifting  from  him  that  bur- 
den. He  said,  "I  looked  to  Jesus  as 
I  was,  and  found  in  Him  my 
Saviour.  Thus  had  the  eternal  pur- 
pose of  Jehovah  decreed  it  ...  I 
looked  and  lived  ...  I  beheld  my 
sin  punished  upon  the  Great  Sub- 
stitute, and  put  away  forever  .  .  . 
My  Master,  the  marvel  is  that 
thou  shouldest  have  suffered  all 
this  for  me!" 

Verses  7-9  speak  of  this  atoning 
lamb  of  God.  The  actual  suffering 
of  the  sacrifice  for  sin  is  described 
in  this  passage.   He  was  "like  a 


lamb  that  is  led  to  slaughter/'  He 
was  "cut  off  out  of  the  land  of  the 
living,  stricken  for  the  transgres- 
sion of  my  people."  These  verses 
point  to  the  sufferings  of  Jesus. 
They  may  be  put  right  alongside 
the  bold  statements  made  by  John. 
He  saw  Jesus  as  centuries  before 
the  prophet  had  seen  him.  John 
said,  "Behold,  the  lamb  of  God, 
who  takes  away  the  sin  of  the 
world." 

The  Glorious  Outcome 

The  wonderful  result  of  the  suf- 
fering of  the  servant  of  God  is  de- 
scribed in  the  final  three  verses  of 
this  chapter.  At  verse  10  there  is 
a  sharp  change  in  the  tempo  of  the 
passage.  The  actual  redemptive 
suffering  had  been  described.  But 
now  the  statement  that  "it  was  the 
will  of  the  Lord  to  bruise  him." 

All  of  this  suffering  was  for  a 
purpose.  And  the  outcome  is  glori- 
ous. It  results  ultimately  in  vic- 
tory, with  a  movement  through 
the  darkness  to  everlasting  light. 
And  it  was  all  made  possible  "be- 
cause he  poured  out  his  soul  to 
death,  and  was  numbered  with  the 
transgressors." 

Here  you  have  the  eternal  aton- 
ing event  of  the  cross  of  Jesus 
Christ.  In  the  New  Testament  the 
importance  of  the  event  is  re- 
peated over  and  over.  In  Philip- 
pians  2:7  and  8  there  is  the  de- 


Questions   for   Discussion 

1.  Name  some  ways  in  which 
you  see  the  prediction  of  the  life 
and  death  of  Jesus  in  Isaiah 
53:1-9. 

2.  Why  was  it  necessary  for 
the  Saviour  to  suffer? 

3.  Why  are  men  rejecting 
Jesus  today? 

4.  How  do  we  accept  God's 
atoning  gift? 


scription  of  the  cross  and  of  Christ 
as  the  suffering  servant.  Paul 
wrote  that  God  "emptied  himself 
taking  the  form  of  a  servant,  being 
born  in  the  likeness  of  men.  And 
being  found  in  human  form  he 
humbled  himself  and  became 
obedient  unto  death,  even  death 
on  a  cross." 

The  only  way  that  God  could 
deal  with  this  evil  world  of  ours 
is  through  the  suffering  of  the 
Cross.  Paul  Scherer  puts  it,  "The 
Cross  was  all  God  could  think  of . 
It  was  the  only  plan  He  had  for 
holding  onto  his  Godhead  for- 
ever." 

The  only  way  God  has  of  deal- 
ing with  your  sin  is  through  the 
Cross,  through  the  suffering  de- 
scribed in  this  passage  from  Isaiah. 
God  has  been  willing  to  do  all  this 
for  you.  Are  you  willing  to  accept 
and  receive  your  forgiveness? 


Love,  forgiving  and  sacrificial,  is  the  only  power  that  can  bind  men  into  ) 
a   real   community,   that   can   produce   the   kind   of   people   who   will  live 
together  in  peace.  Love  is  not  only  the  cement,  it  is  also  the  fuel  of  society. 
For  the  love  of  truth  men  waste  away  in  prisons;  for  love  of  country  men 
die  on  battlefields;  for  love  of  fellow  citizens  men  mount  to  the  scaffold.  [ 
Courage  and  creative  power  are  always  grounded  in  some  kind  of  love.  j 

— Toyohiko  Kagawa 
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The  Ways  of  Blessedness 

1.  To  increase  our  understanding  of  the  Beatitudes  at  the  begin- 
ning of  the  Sermon  on  the  Mount. 

2.  To  see  what  kind  of  people  the  Lord  Jesus  calls  "blessed." 

3.  To  examine  our  own  habits  of  life  and  see  if  we  are  walking 
in  the  ways  of  blessedness. 

SUGGESTED  SCRIPTURE:  Matthew  5:1-16;  Psalm  1;  Psalm  24:3-6; 

Luke  6:20-22. 


One  of  the  most  familiar  hymns 
of  childhood  begins  with  these 
words: 

Tell  me  the  stories  of  Jesus  I  love  to 

hear; 
Things  I  would  ask  Him  to  tell  me 

if  He  were  here. 

When  you  sing  that  song  again 
think  for  a  moment  about  the 
things  you  would  like  to  ask  Jesus. 
If  he  were  here  and  you  could  see 
him  and  listen  with  your  ears  to 
his  voice,  what  would  you  ask 
first? 

It  is  very  likely  that  you  would 
ask  the  question  asked  by  another 
who  called  on  Jesus  one  day  as 
the  Master  was  setting  out  on  a 
journey.  He  asked,  "Good  teacher, 
what  must  I  do  to  inherit  eternal 
life?"  ( Mark  10:17).  Or  you  might 
ask  your  question  with  the  words, 

I  "How  can  I  be  happy?" 

The    marvelous    truth    is    that 

I  Jesus  is  as  ready  to  give  the  an- 

I  swer  to  us  now  as  he  was  to  the 

\  rich  young  ruler  or  to  Nicodemus. 

I  The    answer    is    waiting    in    the 

|  Bible. 

Of  course,  the  way  to  happiness 
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is  through  the  cleansed,  purified, 
redeemed,  obedient  life  which 
knows  fellowship  with  God.  The 
way  for  that  salvation  has  been 
provided  by  Christ.  It  begins  by 
confessing  and  believing  in  Christ. 
But  beyond  the  new  birth  there 
are  the  ways  of  blessedness  in 
which  Jesus  wants  to  lead  us. 

A  Sermon  for  Disciples 

The  Sermon  on  the  Mount  is 
found  in  Matthew  5:1  to  7:27. 
In  this  message  the  qualities  of 
the  happy  life,  which  finds  delight 
in  the  law  of  God,  are  given.  The 
fundamental  principles  of  the 
Kingdom  of  God  are  described. 

This  sermon  carries  the  secret 
of  blessedness  beyond  the  initial 
acceptance  of  God's  redemptive 
act  in  Christ.  There  were  many 
who  listened  to  this  sermon  who 
were  not  disciples.  There  have 
been  many  who  have  read  it  who 
are  not  Christian.  Most  of  these 
have  marvelled  at  the  message  of 
Christ's  sermon. 

But  no  one  may  really  under- 
stand the  Sermon  on  the  Mount 
until  he  has  become   a  disciple. 


This  was  a  message  of  commission. 
It  was  kind  of  an  ordination  ser- 
mon which  Jesus  gave  to  his  new- 
ly appointed  apostles.  The  sermon 
gives  exactly  what  a  disciple  needs 
as  he  sets  out  to  cany  through  in 
his  new  Christian  vocation.  Here 
are  the  privileges  and  functions 
of  discipleship :  the  disciple's  rela- 
tion to  Old  Testament  law,  an  ex- 
planation of  personal  habits  of 
righteousness,  and  suggested  ad- 
justment to  life's  practical  prob- 
lems. Here  for  the  believer  is  the 
answer  to  the  question,  "How  can 
I  be  happy?" 

The  soul  of  the  whole  discourse 
is  found  in  the  Beatitudes  at  the 
beginning.  The  blessed  man  is  the 
one  who  finds  joy  in  trusting  and 
then  living  this  life  that  is  power- 
fully real.  That  word  "Blessed" 
means  "A/i,  the  happiness  of." 
These  Beatitudes  describe  the 
character  of  men  who  live  under 
God's  rule  here  and  now  and  en- 
joy the  resulting  happiness. 

"Ah,  the  Happiness  of" 

Let  us  look  and  see  what  God's 
rule  requires  of  disciples.  Remem- 
ber that  perfection  in  these  things 
is  beyond  our  earthly  attainment. 
But  the  believer  will  want  to  dis- 
cover that  happiness  now. 

1.  Blessed  are  the  poor  in  spirit, 
for  theirs  is  the  kingdom  of 
heaven.  In  giving  this  Beatitude 
Luke  says  plainly,  "Blessed  are 
you  poor."  But  financial  poverty  is 
not  a  thing  which  will  get  you  into 
heaven.  Just  because  you  drive  a 
1936  Ford  and  possess  neither  a 
television  set  nor  an  electric  dish 
washer,  do  not  think  that  you  have 
any  guarantee  that  you  are  rattling 
down  the  way  of  blessedness. 


Notice  that  this  is  poverty  of  j 
spirit.  This  blessedness  of  God's  1 
kingdom  is  for  those  who  recog-  ' 
nize  their  spiritual  need.  Isaiah  j 
57:15  says,  "I  dwell  .  .  .  with  him  ! 
who  is  of  a  contrite  and  humble 
spirit." 

On  his  deathbed,  Martin  Lu- 
ther said,  "We  are  all  beggars." 
Before  God  this  is  so.  The  king- 
dom of  heaven  is  for  those  who 
are  humble  beggars  before  God. 

2.  Blessed  are  those  who  mourn, 
for  they  shall  be  comforted.  Those 
to  be  comforted  are  not  alone 
those  who  grieve  because  of  the 
sickness  or  death  of  a  loved  one. 
There  is  a  hospital  in  Pennsylvania 
where  an  anonymous  donor  has 
provided  a  snack  bar.  Patients  and 
visitors  alike  may  help  themselves. 
The  unknown  donor  will  take  care 
of  the  check.  God  is  not  providing 
a  free  spiritual  snack  bar. 

Those  to  have  God's  comfort 
are  the  ones  to  whom  the  evil  that 
is  in  this  world  is  a  continual  grief. 
They  mourn  because  of  the  ap- 
parent defeat  of  God's  people.  The 
comfort  comes  by  the  power  and 
grace  of  Jesus  Christ  who  is 
Saviour  and  Lord  and  eternal 
king.  He  it  is  who  makes  possible 
the  promise  that  "God  will  wipe 
away  every  tear  from  their  eyes." 
(Revelation  7:17). 

3.  Blessed  are  the  meek,  for 
they  shall  inherit  the  earth.  Psalm 
37:10  and  11  speak  of  that  certain 
day  when  the  wicked  who  so  long 
have  prospered  in  might,  power 
and  pomp,  will  not  even  be  in 
evidence.  They  will  be  gone  like 
the  venom  of  the  rattlesnake 
whose  head  has  been  blown  off 
with  a  rifle.  And  the  humble  will 
own  all  things.  "The  meek  shall 
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Questions   for  Discussion 

1.  Define   the   term   "blessed" 
in  your  own  words. 

2.  Why  is  it  that  the  non-Chris- 
.  tian  cannot  understand  what 
!  Jesus  is  talking  about  in  these 

Beatitudes? 

3.  Explain  the  rewards  for  liv- 
j  ing  in  the  ways  of  blessedness. 

4.  How  can  a  modern  disciple 
carry  out  these  Beatitudes  what- 

|  ever  his  place  in  life  may  be? 


land,     and    delight 
abundance     and 


I  possess    the 
1  themselves     in 
|  prosperity/' 

■j  4.  Blessed  are  those  who  hun- 
:|  ger  and  thirst  for  righteousness, 
|  for  they  shall  be  satisfied.  If  you 
have  been  in  good  health,  but 
have  gone  without  eating  for  an 
entire  day,  you  know  what  it  is 
to  be  hungry.  But  that  is  limited. 
Most  of  us  have  never  been  where 
we  could  not  find  something  to  eat 
somewhere.  But  in  India  they  tell 
us  that  there  are  millions  who  go 
through  life  and  never  know  what 
it  is  to  be  anything  except  hungry. 
Jesus  is  talking  about  those  who 
are  this  way  spiritually.  They 
yearn  for  righteousness  as  a  starv- 
ing man  yearns  for  food.  It  is  an 
emptiness  that  lasts  throughout 
life — until  that  day  when  God 
satisfies  it. 

5.  Blessed  are  the  merciful,  for 
they  shall  obtain  mercy.  Mercy  is 
an  attribute  of  God  himself.  Luke 
6:36  says  "Be  merciful,  even  as 
your  Father  is  merciful."  Mercy 
is  provision  for  the  empty-handed 
and  love  for  the  loveless.  It  is  the 
virtue  of  the  Good  Samaritan. 

6.  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart, 
for  they  shall  see  God.  Psalm  24 
36 


defines  those  who  are  to  be  privi- 
leged cO  go  up  into  God's  holy  hill 
and  have  fellowship  with  him. 
Only  "he  who  has  clean  hands  and 
a  pure  heart"  shall  be  able  to  enter 
into  fellowship  with  God.  Purity 
of  heart  comes  only  by  way  of  the 
cross  of  Christ.  Left  alone  no  man 
could  ever  be  free  of  the  burden 
of  his  sin.  But  through  Jesus  he 
may  see  and  know  God. 

7.  Blessed  are  the  peacemakers, 
for  they  shall  be  called  the  sons 
of  God.  The  primary  reference  is 
to  those  who  through  the  grace  of 
Christ  bring  the  reconciliation  of 
the  gospel  between  God  and  man. 
The  secondaiy  reference  is  to 
those  who  work  to  make  peace 
among  men — between  man  and 
man. 

Notice  that  the  blessed  ones  are 
not  the  peace  keepers,  but  the 
peacemakers.  In  the  words  of 
Princess  Wilhelmina  of  the  Neth- 
erlands, preaching  peace  is  "the 
confrontation  of  the  condition  of 
man  and  of  the  world  with  Christ; 
an  accounting  of  the  distance 
which  man,  misled  by  powers  of 
darkness,  has  himself  put  between 
the  community  and  the  Prince  of 
Peace,  a  distance  which  gets 
steadily  greater  with  one  evil  giv- 
ing birth  to  another,  bringing 
within  the  range  of  our  vision  the 
self-annihilation  of  the  human 
race  as  the  ultimate  possibility." 
Peacemaking  is  that  serious  a  task! 

8.  Blessed  are  you  when  men 
revile  you  and  persecute  you  and 
utter  all  kinds  of  evil  against  yon 
falsely  on  my  account.  The  Chris- 
tian is  always  in  danger  of  being 
persecuted.  He  must  be  prepared 
for  it.  But  happiness  will  come 
even  through  suffering! 


Study  Outline  fob  AlcwLemlfi&i,  f4  to-  20 


f/acJzdo+i  Wilcox, 


The  Greatest  of  These  Is  Love 

AimA  jfOSi  7 hid,  Pixxfsiam 

1.  To  study  Paul's  great  "Love  Chapter"— I  Corinthians  13. 

2.  To  discover  the  qualities  which  merge  together  to  produce  the 
power  of  love. 

3.  To  see  if  we  can  strengthen  our  own  practice  of  love. 

SUGGESTED  SCRIPTURE:  I  Corinthians   13;    12:27-31;    14:1-5;  Acts 

18:1-18. 


Henry  Drummond  once  told  of 
a  man  who  read  I  Corinthians  13 
once  a  week  for  three  months.  It 
changed  his  whole  life.  On  the 
basis  of  that  incident  there  have 
been  many  others  who  have  done 
the  same  thing.  The  effect  has  al- 
ways been  amazing.  This  great 
"Love  Chapter"  explains  what 
Drummond  called  "the  greatest 
thing  in  the  world." 

The  chapter  is  part  of  a  letter 
which  the  apostle  Paul  wrote  to 
a  particular  group   of  people   in 
Corinth.  In  Acts  18  you  may  read 
the   story   of  how  Paul   went   to 
Corinth  and  preached  there  faith- 
fully.  "And   many   of  the   Corin- 
thians hearing  Paul  believed  and 
jwere   baptized."    It  was    a    great 
thing   to   see    a   strong    Christian 
fellowship  organized  in  this  city. 
Corinth  was  a  strategic  spot.  It 
was  the  capital  of  the  Roman  prov- 
!  ince  of  Achaia  and  the  seat  of  the 
1  Roman  governor  or  proconsul.  It 
i  was  a  seaport  with  a  population 
of  a  half  million  people  of  many 
races  and  religions.   Corinth  was 
ion  the  main  trade  route  between 
■  the  east  and  the  west. 

But  the  Christian  witness  in  this 


city  faced  its  problems.  Corinth 
was  a  wicked  city,  and,  even  in 
its  established  religions,  sin  and 
degradation  were  rampant.  For 
instance,  the  temple  of  Aphrodite, 
Greek  goddess  of  love  and  beauty, 
had  a  thousand  "servants  of  the 
temple"  who  were  engaged  in  the 
most  immoral  kind  of  practices. 

Since  church  people  are  human 
— at  best  sinners  saved  by  grace 
— it  ought  not  surprise  us  that 
some  of  the  bickering,  immorality, 
and  quarrelsomeness  crept  into  the 
Corinthian  Christian  church.  It 
happens  over  and  over — much  to 
the  detraction  of  the  witness  of 
God's  people  in  the  world,  and  to 
the  dismay  of  those  loyal  Chris- 
tians within  the  fellowship. 

Occasion  for  Writing 

Paul  had  organized  the  Corin- 
thian church  on  his  second  mis- 
sionary journey.  On  his  third 
journey  he  had  traveled  as  far  as 
Ephesus.  There  he  was  waiting, 
resting,  and  working  when  word 
came  to  him  about  some  problems 
that  had  arisen  among  the  Corin- 
thian Christians. 
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S  It  must  have  grieved  Paul's  pas- 
;  tor  heart  to  hear  from  "Chloe's 

i  people"  about  the  immorality, 
I  quarreling,  and  party  strife  that 

:  |  were  undermining  the  fellowship 
!  at  Corinth.  In  a  letter,  Paul  took 

If  up  the  problems  one  by  one  and 
\  dealt  with  them.  He  was  frank, 
|  honest  and  spirit-led. 

9      Then   at   a   high   point   in   the 

|  letter    Paul    described    the    one 

1  power  that  could  solve  any  prob- 

|  lems  that  could  ever  arise  in  any 

church  or  in  any  Christian  life.  He 

I  spoke  of  different  gifts  that  vari- 

•:i|  ous  ones  in  a  church  might  have, 
j  Then  he  told  of  the  one  thing  that 
•  all  should  cultivate  and  have. 

Chapter    12    closes    with    the 

!  verse,   "But   earnestly   desire   the 

j  higher  gifts.  And  I  will  show  you 

a  more  excellent  way."  That  way 

%  is  the  path  of  love. 

The  Spectrum  of  Love 

|      I    Corinthians    13    provides    a 

\  spectrum  in  which  the  power  of 

j  love  is  analyzed  for  easier  under- 

I  standing.   Henry  Drummond  de- 

-.j  scribed  the  chapter  in  this  way: 

4  It  is  like  light.  As  you  have  seen 

\  a  man  of  science  take  a  beam  of 
light  and  pass  it  through  a  crystal 

1  prism,  as  you  have  seen  it  come 
out  on  the  other  side  of  the  prism 
broken  up  into  its  component  col- 

j  ors — red,  and  blue,  and  yellow, 
and  violet,  and  orange,  and  all  the 
colors  of  the  rainbow — so  Paul 
passes  this  thing,  Love,  through 
the  magnificent  prism  of  his  in- 

i  spired  intellect,  and  it  comes  out 
on  the  other  side  broken  up  into 
its  elements. 

!  There   are  nine   qualities    in   the 

I  38 


spectrum  of  love.  They  make  up 
the  supreme  gift  of  God.  They  are 
the  stature  of  the  perfect  man. 

Verses  1  to  3  of  this  chapter 
speak  of  the  absolute  necessity  of 
love.  It  makes  no  difference  how 
much  wisdom,  power,  skill,  abili- 
ties, or  eminence  a  man  may  have; 
if  he  lacks  love  he  is  nothing 
but  a  "noisy  gong  or  a  clanging 
cymbal."  Without  love  which  em- 
powers and  directs,  a  man  is  like 
the  yard  engine  that  toots, 
whistles,  clangs,  puffs,  steams,  and 
scrapes,  but  never  goes  anywhere. 

1.  Patience — "Love  is  patient." 
Love  is  never  in  a  hurry.  It  is 
always  willing  to  wait  for  that 
which  is  good,  right,  and  oppor- 
tune. As  a  pastor  I  can  contrast 
the  attitudes  of  two  men,  one  a 
Christian  and  the  other  not.  One 
night  after  a  late  choir  rehearsal 
I  came  out  of  the  church  and 
found  a  man  pacing  up  and  down 
on  the  corner.  He  was  boiling 
mad.  His  daughter  had  been  sing- 
ing in  our  choir  and  had  stayed 
late  for  some  solo  work.  I  was 
given  a  blistering  piece  of  an  im- 
patient mind.  Late  on  another 
afternoon  during  our  vacation 
church  school  I  was  walking  out 
of  our  building.  Quietly  sitting 
near  the  front  door  I  found  a 
successful  businessman  who  be- 
longs to  our  church.  He  was  pa- 
tiently waiting  for  his  wife  who 
had  been  helping  with  vacation 
school  and  who  had  stayed  ex- 
ceedingly late  that  day  to  clean 
out  a  refrigerator  in  the  church 
kitchen.  Love  knows  the  impor- 
tance of  patience  for  God's  work- 
ing. 

2.  Kindness — "And  kind."  Here 
is  love  in  action.  The  kind  deed 


is  the  loving  deed.  When  Jesus 
was  here  among  men  he  spent  a 
great  deal  of  his  time  going  about 
and  doing  kind  deeds — healing, 
helping,  encouraging.  If  we  want 
to  serve  God  we  must  take  time 
to  go  out  of  the  way  to  do  a  kind- 
ness for  someone  every  day. 

3.  Generosity — "Love  is  not 
jealous."  Love  does  not  spend  its 
energy  in  envy.  Love  is  not  wor- 
ried about  getting  the  credit  for  its 
good  deeds.  And  love  is  not  wor- 
ried if  someone  else  is  praised 
and  honored. 

4.  Humility — "Or  boastful." 
When  love  has  done  a  good  thing 
it  does  not  brag  about  it.  Love  is 
content  to  do  a  good  deed  and 
then  retire  quietly  to  the  shadows. 
Study  the  Saturday  church  page  in 
your  newspaper.  The  man  whose 
name  is  in  the  boldest  type  and 
whose  picture  is  the  largest  is  not 
necessarily  the  one  who  is  doing 
the  greatest  work  for  Christ. 

5.  Courtesy — "It  is  not  arro- 
gant or  rude."  Love  is  always 
eager  to  do  the  gentlemanly  and 
thoughtful  thing.  The  driver  who 
allows  the  other  car  to  go  through 
the  intersection  first,  the  man  who 
boards  the  bus  last,  the  young 
soldier  who  helps  an  elderly  lady 
with  her  suitcases,  and  the  man 
who  stands  when  a  lady  enters 
the  room  are  all  practicing  one  of 
the  attributes  of  love. 

6.  Unselfishness — "Love  does 
not  insist  on  its  own  way."  The 
center  of  existence  and  attention 
for  the  person  who  has  never 
yielded  to  God  is  almost  always 
self.  He  is  eager  to  get  his  share 
and  to  have  his  way  as  much  as 
possible.  This  is  not  the  way  of 
love.  The  center  for  the  one  who 


Questions   for   Discussion 

1.  List  the  conditions  which  .  h 
existed  in  the  city  of  Corinth  \\ 
which  find  a  parallel  in  your  1  * 
home  city  today? 

2.  Why  is  it  foolish  to  be  very 
wise  but  unloving? 

3.  Discuss  the  nine  qualities  of 
the  spectrum  of  love.  Is  there 
anything  you  would  like  to  add?  i 

4.  Does  the  motivation  of  love  if 
make  for  practical  living? 


holds  God's  supreme  gift  is  outside 
of  self.  Love  knows  that  far  more 
blessing  comes  from  giving  than 
from  getting. 

7.  Good  Temper — "It  is  not 
irritable."  Love  knows  that  there 
is  no  excuse  for  an  irritable 
temper.  It  may  be  that  some  find 
it  necessary  to  work  harder  than 
others  to  control  that  explosive 
temper.  But  through  love  there  is 
always  the  means  and  the  power 
to  victory. 

8.  Purity  of  Mind — "Or  re- 
sentful." Love  is  not  forever  look- 
ing for  a  flaw  in  other  people.  It 
always  thinks  the  best  possible  of 
others.  Love  neither  resents  good- 
ness nor  thinks  evil. 

9.  Sincerity — "It  does  not  re- 
joice at  wrong,  but  rejoices  in  the 
right"  Love  seeks  to  be  sincere 
and  right  at  all  times.  It  does  not 
rejoice  at  the  misfortune  of  others 
— not  even  of  a  rival.  On  the  other 
hand  love  is  always  genuinely 
glad  at  any  good  turn  of  fortune 
which  may  come  to  anyone. 

The  defining  spectrum  of  love 
is  completed  at  verse  6.  Verses  7 
through  13  summarize  the  im- 
portance of  these  qualities  to- 
gether with  the  power  and  the 
lasting    quality   of   genuine   love. 
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Confidence  in  God 


I      1.  To  gain  a  new  appreciation  of  the  familiar  Psalm  23. 
|      2.  To  see  how  we  should  be  thankful  to  God  for  the  marvelous 
|  provision  of  this  psalm. 

■1      3.  To  make  sure  that  our  confidence  in  God  is  secure  and  that  we 
]  are  following  him  as  the  "Good  Shepherd." 

SUGGESTED  SCRIPTURE:  Psalm  23;  John  10:1-18. 


When  we  are  making  lists  of 
:  things  for  which  we  ought  to  be 
:  thankful  this  Thanksgiving  time, 
I  we  would  do  well  to  include  the 
I  Twenty-third  Psalm.   This  psalm 
I  touches  upon  the  greatest  of  all 
:  spiritual  blessing  which  God  gives. 
;  More    than    this,    the    psalm    ex- 
presses God's  truth  in  such  a  way 
; •';  that  it  is  easily  understood  and 
i  seen. 

•  The  psalm  has  been  given  many 
|  titles.  Most  familiarly  it  has  been 
|  known  as  the  "Shepherd  Psalm." 
]  The  Lord  is  the  shepherd.  We  are 
j  the  sheep.  Although  far  removed 
\  from  shepherds  and  sheep,  plain 
\  living,  seventeenth  century  New 
!  England  Pilgrims  and  metropol- 
j  itan,  twentieth  century  New  York- 
i  ers  have  been  able  to  understand 
more  clearly  the  relationship  of 
;!  the  believing  heart  to  God  be- 
::;  cause  of  this  shepherd  picture. 
\  Martin  Luther  was  fond  of 
I  calling  this  the  "Nightingale 
I  Psalm."  The  nightingale  is  small 
among  the  birds  and  of  homely 
j  plumage.  But  it  pours  out  a  thrill- 
1  ing  melody  with  its  beautiful 
\  notes.  In  countless  prison  cells, 
|  on  thousands  of  battlefields,  be- 
|  side  unnumbered  caskets,  in  mil- 
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lions  of  sick  rooms,  this  psalm 
has  sung  its  thrilling  message  of 
cheer,  comfort,  hope,  and  faith. 

Bouquet  of  Sweet  P's 

I  remember  few  sermons  from 
my  boyhood  days.  But  I  recall  one 
that  was  given  by  Dr.  Ralph 
Walker.  Dr.  Walker  was  then  the 
pastor  of  the  Temple  Baptist 
church  in  Los  Angeles.  He  came 
over  to  my  home  church  in  Pasa- 
dena one  night  and  preached  on 
the  Twenty-third  Psalm.  His  mes- 
sage was,  "A  Bouquet  of  Sweet 
P's".  I  was  so  impressed  that  I 
even  listed  the  six  "sweet  P's"  in 
the  margin  of  a  Bible  that  I  used 
at  that  time.  Last  May  he  was  the 
devotional  speaker  for  the  Amer- 
ican Baptist  Convention.  Before 
several  thousand  people  he  de- 
livered the  same  "Bouquet  of 
Sweet  P's". 

In  a  spirit  of  thanksgiving  for 
God's  great  provision,  I  would 
like  to  share  Dr.  Walker's  outline. 

Verse  1 :  Possession — "The  Lord 
is  my  shepherd."  God-given  con- 
fidence and  faith  are  personal  pos- 
sessions. This  psalm  stresses  the 
claim  which  we  may  make  for  our 


very  own  selves.  The  personal 
pronoun  occurs  in  this  psalm 
seventeen  times.  Jesus  Christ  who 
is  known  by  the  Christian  as  his 
own  personal  good  shepherd 
stresses  this  intimate  claim  with 
the  words,  "I  am  the  good  shep- 
herd; I  know  my  own,  and  my 
own  know  me.'7  (John  10:14). 

Verse  2:  Position — "He  makes 
me  lie  down  .  .  .  He  leads  me." 
The  position  of  the  believer  is 
one  of  security,  confidence  and 
trust  in  the  shepherd's  care.  We 
may  be  sure  that  our  position  is 
in  God's  care  even  though  we  may 
sometimes  have  to  pass  through 
difficult  or  trying  experiences. 

William  Evans  tells  the  stoiy 
of  a  friend  who  visited  a  Syrian 
shepherd.  He  noticed  that  every 
morning  the  shepherd  took  food 
to  the  sheepfold.  He  asked  why 
and  discovered  there  was  a  sick 
sheep.  The  next  day  he  went  with 
his  friend  and  saw  in  the  sheep- 
fold  a  sheep  with  a  broken  leg. 
The  traveler  was  quick  to  ask  the 
shepherd  how  the  accident  had 
happened.  "Did  a  sheep  fall  in  a 
hole?  Did  a  dog  bite  the  leg? 
How?" 

The  shepherd  answered,  "I 
broke  it  myself." 

The  friend  was  amazed.  "Why?" 
he  asked. 

The  shepherd  then  told  the 
story  of  a  wayward  sheep  that 
had  led  others  astray.  Something 
has  to  be  done  to  save  this  sheep's 
life  as  well  as  the  lives  of  others 
who  might  follow  to  destruction. 
The  shepherd  broke  the  leg.  The 
sheep  had  to  lie  down  for  a  week 
or  more  and  be  cared  for  by  the 
shepherd  and  learn  to  love  the 
shepherding  hand. 


Sometimes  it  is  so  with  us.  Even  | 
through  suffering  there  should  be  j 
thanksgiving  in  our  hearts.  When  j 
God  makes  us  lie  down  there  are  j 
green  pastures  for  our  discovery,  j 

Verse  3:  Pardon — "He  restores 
my  soul."  The  Lord  makes  com- 
plete restoration  of  the  wayward, 
lost,  and  sinning  soul.  Doubtless, 
the  psalmist  was  thinking  of  his 
own  sin  as  this  was  written.  God 
had  granted  complete  restoration 
and  cleansing.  Jesus  Christ  is  the 
great  restorer.  He  not  only  grants 
full  restoration  for  fellowship  with 
God,  but  he  also  leads  in  the 
paths  of  righteousness.  His  own 
words  are,  "I  am  the  door;  if  any- 
one enters  by  me,  he  will  be  saved, 
and  will  go  in  and  out  and  find 
pasture."    (John   10:9.) 

Verse  4:  Progress — "Though  I 
walk  through  the  valley."  Life  is 
a  pilgrimage  which  is  often  hard 
and  often  difficult.  There  are  many 
valleys  of  defeat  and  despond- 
ency. But  in  this  verse  there  is 
a  twofold  promise  for  progress  in 
God.  Even  through  the  valley  of 
death  the  shepherd  will  care  for 
the  one  who  trusts. 

First  there  is  a  message  of  peace 
for  one  who  walks  with  the  shep- 
herd— "I  will  fear  no  evil."  Sec- 
ond, there  is  a  message  of  power 
for  the  one  who  has  before  him 
an  untrodden  path.  The  shepherd 
is  there  with  rod  and  staff  for  any 
danger  or  threat  which  may  come. 

One  thing  to  note  at  this  "holy 
of  holies"  in  the  psalm  is  a  change 
in  pronoun.  In  the  first  three 
verses,  God  is  spoken  of  in  the 
third  person:  "He  leads,"  "He  re- 
stores," "for  His  name's  sake."  But 
here  the  pronoun  changes  to  that 
of  direct  address.  "Thou  art  with 
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1  Questions  for  Discussion 

j      1.  How   does   Jesus   serve   as 
I  your  "Good  Shepherd"? 
|      2.  How  can  you  be  sure  that 
j  you  are  following  him? 

3.  What    similarities    do    you 
I  note  between  Psalm  23  and  John 

j  10:1-18? 

4.  What  meaning  do  you  find 
|  in  the  location  of  Psalm  23? 


me."  There  is  the  intimate  per- 
sonal address  of  faith. 
Verse    5:     Providence — "Thou 
j  preparest  a  table  before  me."  In 
\  the  providence  of  his   care,   our 
|  Lord  provides  for  our  every  need. 
j  In  the  face  of  enemies  like  fear, 
j]  doubt,  loneliness,  and  agnosticism, 
|  he  makes  provision  for  his  own. 
I  Jesus  Christ  is  the  perfect  shep- 
herd, always  providing: 

"Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want; 
More  than  all  in  thee  I  find/' 

Verse  6:  Prospect — "I  shall 
dwell  in  the  house  of  the  Lord 
forever"  This  final  verse  of  the 
Psalm  has  the  promised  prospect 
of  a  wonderful  life  here  and 
eternity  with  the  Lord.  Through 
this  life,  "Surely  goodness  and 
mercy  shall  follow  me."  One  Bible 
teacher  has  called  "goodness"  and 
"mercy"  two  choice  young  men 
who  have  been  appointed  by  the 
shepherd  to  be  his  helpers  and  the 
personal  attendants  of  the  be- 
liever. Another  has  called  them 
God's  two  collie  dogs  to  preserve 
the  Christian  from  all  danger.  In 
any  event  we  know  the  shepherd 
will  care  throughout  life. 

And  beyond  life  in  this  world 
there  is  more  of  the  prospect  of 
the  shepherd's  care.  He  provides 
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a  place  for  all  eternity.  Recall  the 
story  in  Genesis  of  how  Enoch 
and  God  were  walking  together. 
After  they  had  walked  a  long  way, 
God  said,  "Come  Enoch,  we  are 
nearer  my  house  than  yours. 
Come  in  and  spend  forever  with 
me."  We  may  be  sure  that  Enoch 
was  thrilled  with  what  he  found 
in  the  house  of  the  Lord.  We  may 
also  be  sure  that  one  day  the 
shepherd  will  call  us,  and  we  may 
have  the  joy  of  being  forever  with 
him. 

Location  of  the  Psalm 

The  location  of  this  message  of 
God's  shepherding  is  very  inter- 
esting, and  even  adds  to  the  words 
of  comfort  and  care  that  are  given. 
It  is  the  middle  one  of  three  great 
psalms. 

The  significant  thing  is  that 
Psalm  22  is  the  psalm  of  the 
Cross.  It  begins  with  Christ's 
words  from  the  cross,  "My  God, 
my  God,  why  hast  thou  forsaken 
me?"  It  is  a  prophetic  and  accurate 
account  of  the  event  on  Mount 
Calvary. 

Psalm  24  is  the  Psalm  of  Mount 
Zion.  It  is  a  picture  of  the  king 
entering  into  his  own.  It  is  the 
psalm  of  the  coming  kingdom  of 
glory. 

There  are  two  mountains — 
Mount  Calvary  and  Mount  Zion. 
The  suffering  of  the  Cross  and 
the  joy  of  the  Kingdom.  And  in 
between  the  two  is  the  valley  with 
its  green  grass,  colorful  flowers, 
watching  shepherd,  and  faithful 
dogs.  God's  watching  care  is 
through  life's  valley.  He  is  ten- 
derly waiting  to  give  comfort, 
courage,  care,  help,  inspiration, 
and  peace  all  of  the  way  from 
the  Cross  to  the  Crown. 
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"We  Are  Children  of  God" 

1.  To  understand  the  outline  and  message  of  Romans  8. 

2.  To  learn  the  secret  of  triumphant  living  in  God. 

3.  To  make  sure  that  we  are  able  to  join  with  Paul  in  his  victorious 
hymn  of  gain  in  Christ  and  the  certainty  of  "no  separation." 

SUGGESTED   SCRIPTURE:   Romans   8;   I   Corinthians    15:24-28. 


The  wonderful  eighth  chapter 
of  Romans  begins  with  "no  con- 
demnation," and  it  ends  with  "no 
separation."  The  promise  of  no 
condemnation  is  for  those  who 
have  claimed  Jesus  Christ  and 
have  secured  life  in  him.  The 
promise  of  no  separation  is  in 
effect  for  all  time  and  eternity 
and  will  hold  true  no  matter  what 
may  come. 

This  is  a  great  chapter  which 
gains  tremendously  in  meaning 
after  having  come  into  the  new7 
relationship  with  Jesus  Christ. 
There  is  one  sense  in  which  it  is 
like  an  insurance  agreement.  I 
have  an  accident  and  hospitaliza- 
tion policy  with  a  certain  insur- 
ance company.  Before  I  took  out 
that  policy  I  cared  very  little  about 
what  it  said  or  demanded.  It  did 
not  affect  me.  Why  should  I 
bother?  But  then  when  I  became 
interested  and  actually  took  out 
the  policy  so  that  it  covered  me, 
I  was  interested.  I  wanted  to  know 
in  detail  everything  that  policy 
said  and  what  its  requirements 
were.  Since  taking  out  the  policy 
I  have  read  even  the  fine  print 
many  times. 

Romans  8  is  for  the  believer. 
It  declares  the  provision  of  God's 


marvelous  grace.  The  unbeliever 
will  find  this  chapter  difficult  to 
understand.  But  if  he  should  study 
it  carefully  he  will  undoubtedly 
want  to  take  the  step  of  faith  I 
which  will  make  him  covered  by  | 
God's  grace. 

I  find  it  easy  to  understand  this  I 
chapter  bv  outlining  it  under  six  ! 
G's. 

The  Six  G#s 

1.  Guilt — verses   1-4.    Sin   and 
evil  are  terrible  things  and  God 
must    condemn    them.     But    the 
law  which  only  declared  that  a  I 
thing  was  wrong  was  never  able  j 
to  be  successful  in  removing  the  j 
burden   of   guilt  from   a   person,  j 
God  has  provided  a  way  by  which  \ 
the  guilt  of  sin  may  be  removed,  j 
It  is  a  healing  out  of  grace  and 
love  and  the  power  of  the  Spirit. 

"For  God  has  done  what  the  | 
law,  weakened  by  flesh,  could  not  j 
do:  sending  his  own  son  in  the  j 
likeness  of  sinful  flesh  and  for  sin."  j 
Thus  God  condemned  sin  in  the  j 
flesh  so  that  justice  might  be  ful-  j 
filled.  But  in  love  he  provided  a  j 
way  whereby  those  who  walk  with  [ 
Christ  may  be  free  of  the  burden  j 
of  guilt.  Love  found  a  way  where  j 
the  law  was  a  failure. 
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A  seasoned  traveler  behind  the 
wheel  of  his  powerful  auto  may  be 
little  impressed  when  he  comes  to 
the  outskirts  of  a  small  village  and 
sees  a  sign  plainly  declaring  the 
law,  "Speed  limit — 25  miles  per 
hour/'  If  he  thinks  he  can  get 
away  w7ith  going  faster,  he  prob- 
ably will  try.  But  if  he  comes  to 
another  village  and  sees  the  same 
sign,  only  above  it  another  which 
says,  "Save  our  children,"  he  may 
very  likely  slow  down  because  he 
wants  to.  Love  can  find  a  wray 
where  the  law  fails. 

It  is  so  with  our  guilt.  Love 
found  a  way  through  Christ. 

2.  Grace — verses  5-13.  The 
way  that  the  victory  over  guilt 
and  sin  is  won  is  explained  by  the 
triumph  of  God's  grace.  It  is  the 
set  of  the  mind  that  counts.  Those 
who  set  their  mind  on  things  of 
the  flesh  and  of  worldly  lust  are 
dead.  But  those  who  have  minds 
set  in  things  of  the  Spirit  are  alive 
and  have  God  dwelling  in  them. 
The  motive  power  of  the  spiritual 
life  is  the  indwelling  Holy  Spirit. 

Notice  the  use  that  Paul  makes 
of  his  characteristic  preposition 
"in."  "In  the  Spirit  .  .  .  God  really 
dwells  in  you  .  .  .  The  Spirit  of 
him  who  raised  Jesus  from  the 
dead  dwells  in  you"  ( verses  9  and 
11).  You  will  note  this  in  Romans 
9:1  where  he  writes,  "I  am  speak- 
ing the  truth  in  Christ,"  and  in  I 
Corinthians  3 :  16 — "God's  Spirit 
dwells  in  you."  Paul  uses  this  to 
show  a  full  union  or  communion 
with  God  in  Christ.  This  comes  by 
faith  and  is  the  one  way  of  claim- 
ing his  grace. 

3.  Goal— verses  14-17.  The 
goal  achieved  by  the  victory  of 
grace  over  guilt  is  that  of  sonship. 
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By  faith  we  are  privileged  to  be- 
come the  children  of  God.  Here 
we  are  led  again  straight  to  the 
truth  that  all  of  those  who  are  in 
Christ  are  also  sons  of  God.  Verse 
14  says,  "All  who  are  led  by  the 
Spirit  of  God  are  sons  of  God." 
This  echoes  back  to  John  1:12 
which  says,  "But  to  all  who  re- 
ceived him,  who  believed  in  his 
name,  he  gave  power  to  become 
children  of  God." 

A  couple  with  no  children  may 
adopt  a  boy.  When  they  do  so, 
they  do  not  think  of  him  as  just 
a  star  boarder  or  an  outsider.  They 
think  of  the  boy  as  their  very 
own.  He  becomes  one  of  the 
family  and  an  heir  to  family  posi- 
tion and  possessions.  This  new 
relationship  does  not  come 
through  any  merit  that  the  boy 
may  have.  It  is  founded  upon  the 
love  of  the  couple  who  want  the 
boy  and  reach  out  to  make  it 
possible  for  him  to  become  their 
son. 

To  become  a  complete  heir, 
however,  the  boy  must  respond  to 
the  love  given  him  and  must  ac- 
cept family  discipline  and  custom 
as  well  as  blessings  and  gifts.  So 
it  is  with  us.  In  the  middle  of 
verse  17  there  is  the  "provided." 
We  shall  be  heir  to  all  that  the 
Lord  offers  through  Christ  pro- 
viding we  are  willing  to  suffer 
with  him  and  accept  the  discipline 
of  the  Cross. 

4.  Glory— verses  18-27.  The 
goals  of  grace  are  first  sonship  and 
then  full  inheritance.  The  inheri- 
tance may  bring  with  it  suffering, 
but  it  is  many  times  worth  it  in 
the  light  of  the  glory  that  is  to 
come.  Verse  18  says,  "I  consider 
that  the  sufferings  of  this  present 


time  are  not  worth  comparing 
with  the  glory  that  is  to  be  re- 
vealed to  us."  There  is  full  assur- 
ance of  a  future  glory  and  Paul 
calls  three  witnesses  to  this  truth. 

First,  nature  looks  to  a  future 
glory.  Man  and  nature  are  close- 
ly related — so  close  that  man's 
sin  is  reflected  in  the  suffering  of 
nature.  When  man  enters  in  to 
the  full  glory  that  God  has 
planned,  nature  will  find  peace, 
joy,  and  order.  You  find  this  in 
verses  18-22.  If  these  verses  sound 
like  the  quaint,  unrelated  bab- 
blings of  a  mystic  of  2,000  years 
ago,  ponder  them  in  the  light  of 
the  black  atomic  mushrooms,  and 
man's  use  of  thermo-nuclear 
power. 

Second,  the  Christian's  con- 
scious hope  points  to  a  greater 
glory  to  come.  Verses  24  and  25 
testify  to  the  fact  of  future  glory. 
Hope  is  not  hope  if  it  cannot  look 
to  the  consummation  of  that  to 
which  it  looks.  Our  duty  is  to 
wait,  to  endure,  to  exercise  pa- 
tience. Salvation  has  a  greater 
hope  to  be  fulfilled  ahead. 

The  third  witness  is  that,  of 
the  Holy  Spirit.  Verses  26  and  27 
verify  how  the  Spirit  "helps  us  in 
our  weakness"  and  "intercedes  for 
us  with  sighs  too  deep  for  words." 
This  is  assurance  of  something  bet- 
ter ahead. 

5.  Guarantee — verses  28-30. 
God  guarantees  it.  Even  when 
suffering  comes  and  we  cannot  see 
anything  good  in  what  happens, 
we  can  be  sure  that  the  God  of 
salvation  is  working  for  our  best 
interest.  Someday  we  shall  un- 
derstand. 

As  a  pastor  I  have  discovered 
that  Romans  8:28  is  one  of  my 


Questions   for   Discussion 

1.  Recalling  the  two  negatives 
at  the  beginning  and  the  ending 
of  the  chapter,  list  what  is  de- 
clared and  promised  for  the 
Christian? 

2.  What  does  this  chapter 
teach  us  about  suffering? 

3.  What  does  this  chapter  con- 
tend about  brotherhood? 

4.  How  may  we  be  certain  that 
we  are  in  Christ? 


useful  tools.  It  can  be  used  and  the 
believer  will  understand  when 
there  is  utterly  no  possibility  of 
explaining  things.  It  was  this  verse 
that  I  quoted  when  a  Christian 
high  school  student  became  in- 
volved in  an  automobile  accident 
and  everything  looked  black  for 
him  and  his  family.  It  was  this 
verse  that  I  used  over  and  over 
as  death  came  to  a  wonderful, 
radiant  Christian  mother  and  Sun- 
day school  teacher.  It  was  this 
verse  that  I  quoted  to  a  weeping 
mother  and  father  whose  blond 
eight-year-old  little  girl  had  died 
of  polio  shortly  after  being  taken 
to  the  hospital. 

Even  through  pain  and  suffer- 
ing God  gives  a  positive  guarantee 
of  his  providential  provision. 

6.  Gain — verses    31-39.    These 
last  nine   verses   of   this   chapter 
form   an   unforgettable   hymn   of 
praise    concerning    the    amazing  I 
spiritual  gain  that  is  made  pos-  r 
sible  through  Christ.  Within  the  j 
song  are  phrases  that  have  been 
often  quoted  by  Christian  saints  | 
and  martyrs.   "If  God  is   for  us,  ; 
who   can  be   against  us?"  "Who  ; 
shall  separate  us  from  the  love  of  \ 
Christ?" 
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THEME:  Getting  the  Right  Start  Every  Day 

1  Live  Along  Day  by  Day Matthew  6:25-34 

2  Should  We  Run  Away?  Matthew  10:9-15 

3  Should  We  Just  Run  Along?  Matthew  10:16-22 

4  The  Durability  of  the  Soul Matthew  10:26-32 

5  Never  Peace  at  Any  Price Matthew  10:34-39 

6  God  Is  Always  Near Matthew  14:22-33 

7  A  Man  of  Adventurous  Courage Luke  5:1-11 

8  Whenever  God  Is  With  Us Luke  9:49-56 

9  What  Do  You  See?  Luke  11:33-36 

10  Beware  of  Trivialities  Luke  21:10-19 

11  Proving  the  Truth John  1:1-12 

12  Unpredictable  from  the  Start John  1:43-51 

13  Improving  the  Nation  Via  You John  3:1-16 

14  Spiritual  Vitamins John  6:48-58 

15  Yours  in  Abundance John  10:7-11 

16  Positive  Re-form-a-tion Romans  1:17,  18 

17  God  Blesses  Our  Efforts Romans  5:1-8 

18  Prepared  for  Anything Romans  8:31-39 

19  Be  a  Man  Regardless Romans  12:4-11 

20  The  Primacy  of  Personal  Faith Ephesians  2:1-10 

21  A  Repeated  Thanksgiving  Time Ephesians  5:14-20 

22  Living  Toward  Christ Colossians  3:1-11 

23  This  Day  Is  Mine,  All  Mine  Colossians  3:1-11 

24  Thanks  In  Deliverance  and  Distress I  Thessalonians  5:1-10 

25  Those  Whom  the  Lord  Helps Hebrews  10:19-25 

26  Rewards  for  the  Seeker Hebrews  11:1-6 

27  Meeting  the  Test  of  God Hebrews  13:15-18 

28  Practicing  This  Will  Relieve  Tensions ...I  John  1:5-10 

29  Stand  by  Your  Convictions  Revelation  2:8-11 

30  Be  a  Strong  Link  in  the  Chain Revelation  22:10-17 
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Guides  to  Daily  Devotions 

For  the  purpose  of  encouraging  daily  devotions  among  our  readers 
and  assisting  chaplains  in  making  guides  available,  we  are  printing  this 
list  of  those  which  we  have  found  to  date.  We  know  that  there  must  be 
others  and  shall  welcome  the  chance  to  include  them  in  a  later  listing 
if  they  are  brought  to  our  attention.  This  list  included  the  names  of  the 
guide,  its  denominational  affiliation,  its  period  of  issue,  and  the  address 
from  which  it  may  obtained. 

Come    Ye    Apart — Nazarene — quarterly — 2923    Troost    Ave,    Box    527, 
Kansas  City  41,  Missouri 

Covenant  Home  Altar — Mission  Covenant — quarterly — 5101  N.  Francisco 
Ave.,  Chicago  25,  Illinois 

Daily  Bread — Latter   Day   Saints — monthly — Herald   Publishing   House, 
Independence,  Missouri 

Day  By  Day — Presbyterian  U.S. — quarterly — Presbyterian  Building,  Rich- 
mond 9,  Virginia 

Fellowship  of  Prayer — Congregational  Christian — Lenten — Pilgrim  Press, 
Boston,  Mass. 

Forward  Day  By  Day — Episcopal — seasonal — 412  Sycamore  Street,  Cin- 
cinnati 2,  Ohio 

Garden  of  Prayer — United  Presbyterian — quarterly — 2768  Bailey  Road, 
Cuyhoga  Falls,  Ohio 

Morning   Watch — Seventh  Day  Adventist — annual — Review  and  Herald 
Publishing  Assn.,  Takoma  Park,  Washington  12,  D.  C. 

Open    Windoivs — Southern    Baptist — quarterly — 161    Eighth    Ave.    No., 
Nashville  3,  Tenn. 

Portals    of   Prayer — Lutheran — bimonthly — 3558    S.    Jefferson    Ave.,    St. 
Louis  18,  Missouri 

Power — Methodist — quarterly — Box  871,  Nashville  2,  Tenn. 

Secret  Place — American   Baptist   and    Disciples   of   Christ — quarterly — 
1703  Chestnut  St.,  Philadelphia  3,  Pa. 

Spires — Christian  Reformed — bimonthly — 44  Ionia  Avenue  S„  W.,  Grand 
Rapids  2,  Michigan 

Thy  Will,  My  Will — Presbyterian  U.S. — quarterly — Presbyterian  Build- 
ing, Richmond  9,  Virginia 

Today — Presbyterian    U.    S.    A. — monthly — 425    Witherspoon    Building, 
Philadelphia  7,  Pennsylvania 

Upper   Room — Methodist — bimonthly — 1908    Grand    Ave.,    Nashville    5, 
Tennessee 
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A  teacher,  correcting  sixth 
grade  English  themes  on  the  sub- 
ject of  "Thanksgiving,"  came 
across  the  following:  "Today  we 
have  just  about  the  same  things  to 
eat.  But  today  we  do  not  have 
Indians  for  dinner.  We  have  rela- 
tives." 


A  Yankee  householder  recently 
laid  in  his  winter's  supply  of  coal, 
when  the  bill  came,  he  noticed 
that  it  boasted  the  slogan:  "It's  a 
black  business,  but  we  treat  you 
white." 

The  householder  bravely  made 
out  the  check.  With  it  he  enclosed 
this  note:  "May  I  offer  a  sugges- 
tion? I  think  you  should  change 
your  slogan  to,  It's  a  dirty  busi- 
ness, but  we  clean  you  good.' " 

A  soldier,  regaling  a  group  of 
girls  with  a  somewhat  heightened 
account  of  his  part  in  capturing  a 
town  said,  "Then  an  explosion  tore 
up  the  main  street." 

In  unison  the  girls  cried,  "Good- 
ness! What  did  you  do?" 

"Him?"    said    his    buddy.    "He 
tore  up  a  side  street." 
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Forecasting  the  coming  styles, 
the  fashion  editor  wrote:  "There 
will  be  little  change  in  men's 
pockets  this  year." 

"Fellow  citizens,"  cried  the 
candidate,  "Ihave  fought  against 
the  Indians.  I  have  often  had  no 
bed  but  the  battlefield  and  no 
canopy  but  the  sky.  I  have 
marched  over  frozen  ground  when 
every  step  was  marked  with 
blood." 

"He's  suffered  enough  for  his 
country,"  said  a  solemn  voter,  "no 
sense  in  getting  him  into  politics." 

Dad:  "Son,  I'm  spanking  you 
because  I  love  you." 

Son:  "I'd  sure  like  to  be  big 
enough  to  return  your  love." 

A  regular  Sunday  morning  cus- 
tomer knocked  on  the  grocery 
store  door.  Promptly  someone 
called  out  of  the  upstairs  window: 
"Hey,  we've  all  just  been  to  camp 
meeting  and  got  converted.  If 
you  want  milk  on  Sunday  morn- 
ing after  this,  you'll  have  to  come 
around  to  the  back  door." 


"Get   him   out   of   here,   Corporal 
That's  an  order!" 


A  Sailor's  Prayer 

Another  day  is  ended  now, 
Another  task  is  done. 
The  brilliant  moon  has  now  replaced 
The  blazing  noonday  sun. 

Again  the  time  has  come  to  rest, 

And  give  our  thanks  to  Thee, 

For  blessings  which  Thou  hast  bestowed 

On  sinful  men  like  me. 

For  all  the  wonders  of  the  earth ; 
Thy  blessings  large  and  small — 
Thou,  0  God,  provideth  us 
Our  strength,  our  hope,  our  all. 

Thankful  for  these  blessings,  Lord, 
We  pray  Thee  help  us  be 
Some  better  with  each  passing  day, 
And  closer,  God,  to  Thee. 

For  loved  ones  whom  we  left  behind 
A  special  prayer  we  give ; 
Receive  them  when  they  die,  0  Lord ; 
Bless  them  while  they  live. 

Be  with  those  who  lie  ill  this  day ; 
Thy  mercy  full  supply. 
God,  heal  those  who  are  wounded; 
Comfort  those  who  fear  to  die. 

Be  with  the  leaders  of  the  earth, 
That  they  may  know  and  do 
That  which  is  best  for  all  the  world, 
And  not  for  just  the  few. 

Guide  us  now,  we  pray  Thee,  Lord, 

As  we  must  do  a  job ; 

And  help  us  faithfully  to  serve 

Our  country  and  our  God. 

— C.  F.  Fuller,  Jr. 
USS  CORAL  SEA 
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